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Summary


Annabeth has one heck of a convoluted plan to see Percy Jackson shirtless 24/7.


Notes


Just some flirty Percy/Annabeth fic, inspired by this piece of Percy fan art by burstinglight. Totally not compliant with Heroes of Olympus.


Percy Jackson had a bit mystery on his hands.


Or, at least, located in his dresser.


He was 90 percent sure he unpacked all of his shirts yesterday with the rest of his clothing and bedroom items. There were several discarded cardboard boxes with T-shirts written in his mother’s neat handwriting in the hallway that proved that, after all. Besides, he distinctly remembered arguing with Annabeth about why his Mets jersey had to be in the closet instead of shoved in the drawers and no, he didn’t need to waste that space for his work shirts, that was what an iron was for, gods.


So, he should have at least two drawers full of shirts, not to mention the select few that got crammed in the closet, but... there was not a single shirt to be found.


The rest of his clothes were still present in their spots — he’d been able to put on his boxers and jeans after his shower, but not a shirt. At first, he’d been confused, but now, he was mildly pissed off. He knew those shirts were supposed to be in here.


Percy scratched the back of his neck and glanced between the drawers and the closet one more time, wondering if there was some kind of shirt stealing gremlin from Greek mythology he’d yet to meet. And if there was, he was going to kick its ass for making him look like an idiot.


Sighing, he closed the open drawers and tossed his damp towel into the laundry hamper by the door. He peered in it as he walked past and frowned, noticing that his dirty shirt from yesterday was missing too. What in the name of Hades’s gym shorts was going on?


“Annabeth?” he called, padding out into the hallway and toward the kitchen. Although it was a little after 10 a.m., their apartment was still dark except for the gold glow coming from the overhead light in the kitchen — gloomy storm clouds were sitting in the sky and the radio had mentioned a possible rainstorm later in the morning. “I think I’m having a wardrobe malfunction.”


“You say that as if it’s a rare occurrence,” Annabeth replied as Percy rounded the corner. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten that incident with my mother and those awful jellyfish boxers.”


She was sitting on the kitchen counter, her bare legs dangling tantalizingly in open space. A plate of toast and a cup of coffee sat beside her, and she was reading a copy of the New York Times, her brow scrunched in concentration. Percy’s heart did an embarrassing sort of flip-flop motion at the sight of her. He was 23 years old, dammit. He really needed to stop being so sappy about this whole moving-into-an-apartment-together thing.


“That was totally not my fault and you know it,” he huffed, his cheeks heating as he scowled at her. “Anyway, my shirts have all gone missing. Did you run a load of laundry downstairs or... hey!”


Annabeth shifted to flip to another section of the paper, and Percy stopped short, noticing the distinctive blue fabric and the orange logo on her clothes. He shot forward and snatched the paper out of her hands, ignoring her squawk of, “Percy, don’t crumple it!” as he tossed it aside and uncovered her. There.


“My jersey! Where did you find it?”


“What, this old thing?” Annabeth said, glancing down at herself, as if she’d just noticed she was wearing the jersey.


Percy’s gaze followed hers and di immortales, was that a bad idea. She was just wearing the jersey, which barely covered the tops of her thighs properly, giving him a glimpse of her lacy black underwear. He loved Annabeth in blue and she looked fantastic in that jersey, all legs, undone buttons and tousled golden curls, and fuck, what was she saying?


“I took the liberty of raiding your closet for unsuitable items while you were in the shower. This was the worst of the lot, of course. I still can’t believe my boyfriend is a Mets fan... ”


Percy’s eyes narrowed and he planted his hands on the counter either side of her, leaning forward until their noses were practically touching. Annabeth smirked at him, clearly enjoying herself, and Percy told himself there was absolutely no way he was going to kiss her until she told him where his clothes were. No way.


“Wise Girl,” he said slowly, a low rumble of thunder from above punctuating his words, “what have you done with my shirts?”


She batted her eyelashes innocently. Percy didn’t buy it for an instant.


“Who says I did anything to them?”


“You’ve got a shit eating grin on your face that says otherwise, so you better spill. Why did you take my shirts?”


Unexpectedly, Annabeth’s heels hooked under his ass and tugged him forward, into cradle of her legs. His hands slipped against the counter, causing them to bump chests as her legs locked around his waist. Her hands pressed on his bare chest, and Percy’s skin warmed with desire instantly. She had a way of completely undoing him with one delicate touch, and she knew it too.


“New house rule,” she replied, tracing her fingertips down his chest. A shiver went down his spine. “When we’re alone, I’m the only person who gets to wear your shirts around.”


He quirked an eyebrow at her, trying to keep his cool. That was hard to accomplish when his dick was already half-hard and was demanding that he bend Annabeth over the counter. Hell, that was probably what she was hoping he’d do.


“Is that so? I don’t remember voting on this.”


“Executive order, no voting required,” Annabeth grinned at him, her hands gliding low enough to make Percy’s breath catch. “Your shirts interfere with my ogling time, which I’ve had significantly less of in recent months, and you owe me.”


Percy was vaguely aware that he had a pretty decent body — constantly fighting for your life and godly genetics would do that for a guy. He certainly knew Annabeth (and half the underage population of Camp Half-Blood when he popped around for a visit) liked to look at him shirtless, but really. Stealing his entire collection of shirts to make it happen seemed to be a bit of a ridiculous and convoluted plan, even for her.


Well, two could play at that game. Sort of. Percy tended to not play by the rules, especially when Annabeth was involved.


“You could’ve just asked, you know,” he said, nuzzling her neck as his hands moved to her waist. He heard her sharp intake of breath as he rucked the jersey up around her hips and he pressed a kiss to the corner of her jaw, hoping to draw another one out of her. “You’re so difficult sometimes.”


“You love it.”


Percy pulled back and stared at her. Her grey eyes glittered with warmth and challenge, and her cheeks flushed a rosy pink when he reached up to touch her face. She was seriously gorgeous and he was the luckiest guy in the universe. “Yeah, I kinda do.”


Annabeth’s indignant scowl ruined the tender moment. “Only kinda? What does that even mean, Percy Ja — ”


He swallowed the rest of his name with a rough kiss, sliding his hand from her cheek and back into the tangle of her curls. His other hand busied itself between her spread legs, shoving her underwear aside, his thumb unerringly seeking out her clit. She was already wet — gods, arguing really did get her going — and he didn’t bother to tease, making fast, hot circles around her swollen bud with his thumb. Annabeth arched against him, clearly not anticipating such a response from him, and moaned loudly, her legs loosening their grip around his waist.


He broke their kiss and pushed her back on the counter, lifting one of her legs up and setting her heel against the edge, spreading her wider. “Lean back,” he murmured, slipping a finger and then two into her as he mouthed against the trail of buttons on the jersey


Annabeth’s hips rocked against his hand, matching his pace, and her nails raked up his back as his mouth moved downward, creating a deliciously pleasurable sensation he desperately wanted more of it. A low mewling sound escaped from her throat as his fingers crooked inside her and he gave her clit a good tweak — that rare sound he craved more than anything — and he knew she already close to coming.


His eyes flicked up to her as he kissed her trembling, exposed stomach; she was watching him through half-lidded eyes, flushed and panting, and fuck, this was going to be hard —


“Annabeth?”


“Hngh?”


As quickly as he’d started, Percy pulled away, leaving Annabeth right on the edge of what he was sure was a fantastic orgasm. (Humble, Percy Jackson was not.) He took a few steps backward, out of harm’s way, and Annabeth stared at him uncomprehendingly, chest heaving.


“Wha — what...?”


He crossed his arms over his chest and smirked. “Can I have my shirts back now?”


Annabeth’s pretty pink flush turned into an ruddy angry color faster than Percy could blink. “Seaweed Brain, I am going to murder you!”


She hopped off the counter in a flash and Percy hightailed it back to their bedroom, Annabeth hot on his heels. Of course, he was trapped once got back there, and Annabeth had that look in her eyes that meant she was probably going to pin him down and tease him ten times worse than he had her, so his shirts probably weren’t going to be found today.


But Percy really didn’t care, considering that meant Annabeth was going to be naked with him for the rest of the day and naked Annabeth was the best kind of Annabeth.


Sure enough, an hour or so later, when they were both sweaty and pleasantly exhausted, limbs entangled under their sheets, listening to thunder rumble and the soft pitter-patter of the morning rain against the window, clothes were not at the forefront of Percy’s mind.


At least, they weren’t until Annabeth swore and suddenly shot up, shoving his arms off her and hurriedly wrapping her sheets around her bare torso. How she could move that fast after how much sex they’d just had, he’d never know.


“‘Smatter?” Percy asked, far too tired to lift his head from where it was buried in the pillow. If there was some kind of mythological crisis or T-shirt eating gnome, she was going to have to go on without him. He was certainly not getting up anytime soon.


Blindly, he reached out and tried to pull her back to him, but she swatted his hands away and got off the bed.


“I’ll be right back — I left your shirts out on the fire escape!”


Well.


That solved that mystery.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


he doesn't know if it's a dream, a memory or an illusion


 


i. in supplication


Some people pray while kneeling with their heads bowed in humility. Their hands are clasped together with fingers steepled tightly. Others would sit, eyes closed, hands folded in their laps. Others would opt to stand with both palms together.


Percy prays while lying down, half dead and bleeding with one arm raised above his head, with fingers outstretched. His eyes are wide open and pointed towards the heavens.


ii. merely a shadow


He doesn't know if it's a dream, a memory or an illusion. But whatever it is, it never fails to catch him unaware. Thinking about it distracts him to no end and it makes him yearn for the unknowable.


Rather than a concrete feeling, it was more similar to a series of impressions that flowed through him like water. The cold and the wet was undeniable, but he could never grab a hold of it.


He dreams (remembers? deludes himself?) of strands wound around his fingers. This feeling is accompanied by an image of a smile, the sensation of a thumb rubbing circles against his hip, and a girl (a woman? an angel?)


There is a head on his shoulder, a soft, lilting voice (but he could never make out her words) and peace. Complete and utter peace.


Percy could never be sure if it's a dream, a memory, or an illusion. What he knows for sure is that it's real.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


If I'd known that becoming the snowball-fighting champion of Camp Half-Blood was the equivalent of having Tyson engrave KICK ME in giant letters on the backplate of my armor, I would've stayed on the sidelines drinking hot chocolate.


Okay, maybe not ...


Notes


This was written in response to the prompt "winter" provided by cornerofmadness for the Just One Word meme on LiveJournal.


See the end of the work for more notes
"Ha!" I shouted as another of my Slushballs of Doom hit Annabeth square in the face.


Hey, don't look at me like that -- she'd started it, sneaking up behind me and shoving that icicle down my shirt.  If I'd known that becoming the snowball-fighting champion of Camp Half-Blood was the equivalent of having Tyson engrave KICK ME in giant letters on the backplate of my armor, I would've stayed on the sidelines drinking hot chocolate with Chiron and Mr. D.  (Okay, maybe not.)  But now I had a reputation to maintain.  Believe me, that reputation, the tripwire at my door, and the bucket of water beside the bed were the only things allowing me to get a decent night's sleep since I buried the Ares cabin with an avalanche.  Not my idea of a relaxing winter break.


Annabeth ducked, scooped up a handful of powder, and heaved it at me.  I didn't even have to dodge -- her face was half-covered with the remains of my slushball and she could barely see to aim.  "Yoo-hoo!" I yodeled at her.  "I'm over hee-ere."


"You'll regret that, Seaweed Brain!" she shouted, but as I reached down and goosed the snow at my feet with just enough of my power to make it projectile-ready, she turned tail and ran for the pine grove.


I jogged after her.  She could drag the fight out, dodging around in there, but I'd knocked off her Yankees cap of invisibility with my first slushball, so she couldn't hide for long.  She might have allies waiting to ambush me, but I thought of all the snow clinging to those big green branches and chuckled.  I could take on three cabins' worth of campers with that much ammunition.  "Just surrender, Wise Girl," I said.  "Drop the snowflakes and nobody gets hurt."


"Never!" she answered, ducking behind one of the thicker trunks.  Another scrabbled-together lump sailed defiantly through the air toward me. It would have looked a lot more defiant if it hadn't been coming apart the minute it left her fingertips.  "Molōn labe!"


Tossing a slushball up and down in my hand, I grinned and moseyed into the grove.  I'd fought Annabeth to a draw often enough that an absolute victory was something to savor. Don't get me wrong -- having a girlfriend who's brave and clever and does amazing things on a regular basis is awfully cool. It's easy to believe you're a hero when someone like that wants to hang out with you.  On the other hand, the pressure to do something amazing yourself, just to keep up, can get pretty intense.  You might find yourself rescuing capsized fishermen during a nor'easter or wrestling the giant clams in Long Island Sound -- or perfecting a Slushball of Doom and making yourself a walking target for a valley full of demigods.  I know it's not the smartest way to cope, but even Einstein would have dropped a few IQ points dating Annabeth.


I stopped about six feet from her tree, close enough to nail her with a quick cast if she tried to jump me.  She was hunkered down on the windward side, neck hunched into her shoulders.  With her blonde hair plastered with slush, her cheeks flushed, and her lips pale, she looked pathetic.  "Had enough?" I asked.  Heroes are magnanimous to the defeated -- Chiron drills that into us from day one.


Unfortunately, Annabeth didn't consider herself defeated.  "C-come on and f-find out," she snarled through chattering teeth.  She raised her left fist, which was clenched around what couldn't have been more than a tablespoon of snow, and shook it at me.


I took another step forward, still juggling my slushball, because honestly, I'd seen more convincing displays of bravado from Grover.  "You know," I said, doing a pretty good job of keeping the smugness out of my voice, "there's no shame in losing a fair fight to a true champion."


Annabeth's gray eyes blazed so brightly I was surprised steam didn't rise off her scalp.  "Oh, really?" she asked, and the hand that wasn't menacing me with a chance of flurries plunged into the lumpy drift blanketing the tree's roots to yank something up -- a rope.


Did I mention that it was Annabeth who'd shown me how to set a tripwire?


The branches she'd drawn away from where I was standing whipped back and knocked me flat on my butt with the force of a million hairbrushes, coating me from head to toe with frigid powder for good measure.  I felt like one of those little plastic figures in a snowglobe must when some overexcited five-year-old whacks it into a wall.  I lost my grip on the slushball, of course -- I think I ended up lying on it -- and before I could get enough of my wind back to contemplate creating another, Annabeth was sitting on my chest, making breathing impossible for all kinds of reasons.  "Who's the champion?" she asked sweetly.


I wheezed.


She shifted her weight off my lungs.  "I didn't quite catch that," she said, turning her head to bring an ear in line with my mouth and sprinkling my numb cheeks with meltwater from her hair.


When I still didn't answer -- have you ever have the breath slugged out of you by a twenty-year-old pine? It takes more than a minute to be in a condition to do anything except wheeze -- she raised her left hand over my face and opened it.  A tablespoon of snow fell from her fingers onto my nose.  "Who's the snowball-fighting champion of Camp Half-Blood?" she asked again.


"You are," I admitted at last.


It's funny -- losing my reputation wasn't as humiliating as I'd thought it would be.  Then again, none of my other challengers was as pretty as Annabeth, even dripping wet and shivering, and none of them would have given me a kiss to take the sting out of defeat, either.  But true heroes are always magnanimous.


End Notes


"Sphairochionomaché" is classical Greek for "snowball fight," of course. "Molōn labe" is the famously laconic response of the Spartans at Thermopylae to their Persian adversaries. When asked to lay down their arms, the Spartans replied, "Come and take them." They held their ground for three days against overwhelming force, defeated in the end by treachery. This phrase is engraved on the monument which memorializes the battle site today.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


There are a few things Annabeth Chase likes about having an (mostly) invulnerable boyfriend. Post-The Last Olympian.


Notes


The first of (many!) my older PJO fics I'm finally getting around to uploading to AO3. This was written after The Last Olympian came out and, obviously, is no longer canon compliant with Heroes of Olympus. This was one of the very first PJO fics I wrote and it seems to be one of my most popular on FFnet too. Enjoy!


There are a few things Annabeth Chase likes about having an (mostly) invulnerable boyfriend.


For one, she doesn't have to follow him around during battles to make sure his seaweed filled head isn't getting chopped off by the latest monster of the week any more. She's seen enough weapons break against his skin to know it's just not sheer dumb luck or the thickness of his skull protecting him now.


But she looks after him anyway, because knowing that idiot, he'd forget that his back is his greatest weakness and leave it wide open for attack. She's had Percy's back since the beginning, though, so it's not like this is anything new for her.


Being the only invulnerable demigod in a few centuries also gives Annabeth new teasing material. "Seaweed Brain" will never get old, but it's become more of an endearment than a scathing insult. She likes to mock him about all the trouble his invulnerability causes, especially after he gets banned from playing Capture the Flag at beginning of the summer.


At first, all the cabins (even Ares) fight over whose team Percy would be on because he's the perfect player. He could just waltz into enemy territory, grab the flag, and then waltz out unharmed. But then everyone quickly realizes how unfair and boring having Percy on any team is and the Hephaestus cabin stages a revolt in protest of their dramatically increased workload, thanks to all the weapons broken on Percy's untouchable skin.


Clarisse is on her third spear in a month when it is decided that Percy would get his own team and would only be allowed to pick a handful of campers each game to make it fair for everyone else.


The invulnerable hero of Olympus sulks about the decision for weeks, and Annabeth delights in teasing him mercilessly about it at every moment. Percy quickly comes up with a few … convincing methods to keep her taunting to a minimum, which Annabeth enjoys much more than teasing anyway.


She also likes that Percy has to take several naps a day to recharge his strength.


Well, she thinks it's horrible that the River Styx takes so much strength out of him, but she enjoys the peace and quiet she gets while he's napping. He's hardly left her alone since she got back from visiting her family in San Francisco at the beginning of the summer. Not that she really minds spending time with him or anything, but she has a job to do as Olympus's official architect and she can't get that done if her lips are attached to Percy's all day long.


His nap times became her work times and it suits her just fine, until Percy decides he wants to use Annabeth as a pillow while he sleeps. She almost tells him no, but it's already hard enough to get him to do it without complaining because he thinks naps make him look like a baby, even though he's sluggish and cranky as Hades on the days he decides to forgo one. Besides, she notices he has fewer nightmares when she's around.


So she tells him its fine if he puts his head in her lap, so long as he doesn't drool on her jeans, and no, it really doesn't bother her when her leg goes to sleep after awhile, and yes, Percy, she can still get work done when he's snoring away so he better shut up and close his eyes already before she does it for him.


She lies a bit on the last one because it's really hard to get any work done when he's in her space like that and she doesn't have room to design, short of using Percy's head as a desk. Plus she doesn't want to risk getting drool marks on the blueprints she has to give to her mother.


But she feels like a normal teenage girl with a normal teenage boyfriend every time she finds herself sitting under one of the tall oaks on a bright summer day, absentmindedly stroking Percy's dark hair as he dozes and she reads a book, so she lets it happen more often than she should.


Normal is such a nice, new feeling for her and – even though she doesn't think she'd want to be normal all the time – she thinks her mother or the other gods wouldn't begrudge her for putting off her work to enjoy it. Sometimes she gets so lost in the feeling that she forgets herself and falls asleep right beside Percy.


That habit, however, is thankfully short lived once Percy wakes up before her and starts teasing her for her snoring.


She can't even punch him like she used to every time he brings it up and he knows it all too well, which is something she doesn't like about his invulnerability. Percy's head got much bigger once he came to camp for the summer – Annabeth's constantly surprised he can walk without falling over from the weight of his ego. She supposes her head would be pretty huge too if she was a sixteen-year-old boy who had saved the world and was (mostly) invulnerable, but just because he's the best warrior at camp doesn't give him an excuse to go easy on her and treat her like she's not even worth his time during training.


During one exercise in July, she gets so frustrated by his attitude that she decides to remind him that he does have a weakness after all and she raps him sharply with the butt of her blade at a certain spot on his lower back. Her victory is short lived when Percy lets out a strangled yell and drops instantly; Annabeth panics, thinking she killed him in a fit of annoyance, but Percy turns out to be fine, waving off her concerns by saying the blow had surprised him because he hadn't felt pain in so long.


It doesn't stop her from apologizing profusely to him, even when he gets annoyed with her, or make her stop feeling guilty for abusing his trust in her. She was the only one in the world who knew his secret, and she had used it against him without a second thought just to get back at him. She could've killed him if she had used more force or… or …


Knowing Percy's weak spot terrifies her beyond measure. It's a huge responsibility, and sometimes she doesn't think she handle it. She doesn't understand why he would give her that kind of knowledge; her fatal flaw is her own pride, for the gods' sake! She has so much power over him, knowing what she does, and it's always a temptation not to do anything with that power.


She asks him a few days later (after the guilt nearly drives her crazy) how he knew she could handle that knowledge. Percy – that stupid, simple seaweed brain – looks at her like she's the idiot and says, "It's you, Annabeth."


Annabeth doesn't understand how that's supposed to be an answer for anything, so she decides to prove to both him and herself that she can use her knowledge of Percy's weak spot for good. She starts thinking of ways to do this, and ends up coming with some absurd theory about the sensitivity of that patch of skin.


It doesn't seem too absurd when she tests it during one of their heavier make out sessions. While he's kissing her, Annabeth slips her hand up the back of Percy's shirt and strokes gently over that little spot. She feels him tense against her and then his breath hitches, so she strokes a little slower. Percy bites his lip, his eyes closing momentarily, and Annabeth does it again.


And again.


And again, until Percy's panting against the crook of her neck and shuddering in her arms. Annabeth's a little embarrassed that a simple bit of stroking led to that, but when Percy recovers and looks at her like she's some kind of goddess, her embarrassment disappears and Annabeth finds she quite likes having that kind of power over Percy.


While that's nice – all right, it's much more than nice; it's downright amazing – it's not her favorite part of having an invulnerable boyfriend.


What she likes most of all is the feeling she gets whenever she touches that spot in the middle of Percy's back. It doesn't matter where they are – walking down the streets of New York, by the lake at Camp Half-Blood, in one of their cabins – or what they're doing, it's always the same feeling.


When she touches that spot, she feels Percy. The warmth of his skin, the beat of his heart, the strength of his love… Everything that makes him who he is is centered in that tiny patch of skin, and it anchors him to her and the rest of the world. Percy is her other half, the one thing in this world that makes her human and whole.


He doesn't need to promise her that he won't hurt her because she feels it in his touch. He doesn't need to tell her he's her family because she already knows he is. He doesn't need to tell her that he loves her because she knows that too.


Percy may be invulnerable, but as long as he's by her side, Annabeth is invincible.


And she's pretty sure there's a few things he likes having an (mostly) invincible girlfriend.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


Maybe, Annabeth decided with a grin, she shouldn’t kiss her boyfriend senseless before he executed any moves from romantic comedies from now on. Post-HoO fluff.


Notes


Haven't written some nice, non-angst Percy/Annabeth fic in a while and I had the first 300 words of this fic hanging around in my fic graveyard, so I decided to retool it into something new. Hope you enjoy it!


Plink.


The thing those romantic comedies and young adult novels never tell you about the teenage phenomena of a boy throwing rocks at your window was how downright annoying it could be.


Plink. Plink.


Especially when one had a Calculus test to study for the next day and said boy knew he wasn’t supposed to be interrupting in any way, but most specifically not in person and well after visiting hours at her school. She’d gotten an earful from the good sisters the last time one of her schoolmates had tattled on her nighttime visit and they’d chased him from the St. Beatrice campus, and she was not looking forward to repeating the experience any time soon


PLUNK!


Annabeth Chase threw down her pencil in frustration and pushed her chair away from her desk as she got up and moved toward her window. She pulled the blinds up, yanked the window open, and popped out the screen, a gust of cool March air sending goosebumps up her arm. She leaned out the window and glanced around, instantly finding the shadowy figure of her boyfriend on the lawn three stories below.


“What,” she hissed, knowing her voice would carry to the ground, “do you think you’re doing, Percy Jackson?”


Percy — whose arm, she noticed, had been poised to throw yet another rock — stepped into the square of light her window cast on the ground so she could see him properly. He was wearing jeans and a puffy black coat,the lumpy blue hat she’d knitted him for Christmas last year covering his messy dark hair; his cheeks were flushed red from the cold, but he was smiling and waving at her.


“Trying to get your attention, of course,” he said. “And I got it, didn’t I?”


Annabeth rolled her eyes, because that was such a typical Percy response, and leaned her hip on the window ledge. “You could have IM’d me or used a phone like a normal person instead of trying to break my window, Seaweed Brain. I do have studying to do.”


“Exactly. So you would have ignored me and I would have had to come over here anyway. I decided to skip all that and get right to business,” he replied. He stuck a hand in his jacket and flashed a piece of paper at her. “Besides, I have something I want to show you.”


In spite of her annoyance, Annabeth was intrigued. She didn’t think Percy would have come all this way if he didn’t have anything but good news to share and although they had been dating for little over three years, pleasant surprises from him were a fairly rare occurrence.


“I suppose I can take a break for a few minutes,” she said. “But I’m not coming down. You’re going to have to find your own way up.”


Percy frowned at her, confused, and Annabeth nodded her head at the drainpipe that ran down the wall beside her window. His eyes widened and he said, “Oh come on, Annabeth. You’re kidding!”


“You’ve already committed yourself to a romantic cliche — might as well go all the way with it,” she replied airily. “And don’t give me that look. I’ve climbed down it loads of times. It’s your turn to do it.”


“But Annabeth — ”


“Don’t let my neighbors hear your whining, Jackson.”


Annabeth didn’t wait to see if he’d follow her instructions and turned away from the window. She grabbed the oversized hoodie on the back of her chair and pulled it over her head, feeling the earlier chill recede a little. She thought about pulling on a pair of pants over her sleep shorts, but, after glancing at her clock, decided Percy shouldn’t take that long to climb up. It only took her a few minutes to scale the building — of course, she was smaller and lighter than him, but there were plenty of footholds and the drainpipe had been replaced with a newer, sturdier model after the older one pulled away from the wall in an unfortunate incident that Annabeth certainly had not been involved in last fall.


She kicked a pile of clothes on the floor into the wardrobe and straightened a few things on her desk, but couldn’t do much more tidying up before she heard Percy’s breathless cursing and the gentle thud of his feet against the wall as he swung his legs inside.


“Hmm, three minutes and twenty seconds,” she said, turning around. “Getting a little out of shape, aren’t we, Mr. Hero of Olympus?”


Sitting on the window sill, huffing from exertion, Percy glowered at her and tugged off his blue hat, throwing it at her. She caught it, giggling at the way his hair stuck up in every direction, and placed it on her desk.


“Brat,” he muttered petulantly as he stood and reached behind him to shut the window. Her room always seemed incredibly smaller when he was in it. “See if I ever try to be romantic and spontaneous again.”


“Next time you’ll have to bring your rappelling gear,” she replied, moving toward him. She caught him off guard, kissing him just as he turned around, but he recovered from his surprise quickly enough. Annabeth always did like how fast his mouth worked.


Percy reached up to frame her face with his hands, but paused, apparently remembering he still had his gloves and puffy coat on. He pulled away from their kiss and shot her a teasing scolding look. “Maybe you should wait until I get my coat off before jumping me, huh, Annabeth?”


She scoffed. “You wish I’d jumped you there, Jackson. I was just... saying hello.”


“Sure, sure,” he said, tossing the gloves next to his hat. His eyes followed her as she sat on the edge of her bed, a tiny possessive glint to them. “As long as I’m the only one you say hello to like that.”


“Of course you are. The other guys who sneak into my room via window get more tongue action,” she said flippantly, crossing her legs underneath her and placing her hands on her thighs. “So, what’s so important you once again had to risk besmirching my good Catholic schoolgirl reputation for tonight?”


She expected him to throw back a quip about her enjoying all the other times he besmirched her, but Percy just snorted and rolled his eyes. He unzipped his coat and reached inside, pulling out the paper he’d flashed her earlier. It was an envelope had been opened already — hastily, if the jagged tears in the back of it meant anything — and there was a small blue logo in the corner that made her breath catch in sudden anticipation.


“Is that...?”


Percy nodded and held it out for her. Annabeth snatched it up instantly, eagerly digging in and pulling out the paper inside, unfolding it with trembling fingers. She skimmed the first few lines, her dyslexia mish mashing the words together in her hurry, but she only needed to decipher a few words: University of Massachusetts at Boston and acceptance.


Annabeth let out a little scream and quickly slapped a hand over her mouth, eyes darting to the walls on either side of her. She was known for her frequent outbursts, so hopefully her neighbors wouldn’t call their floor monitor to complain, but their kindness was never a guarantee.


“Oh my gods, Percy!” she whispered after a few moments, returning her gaze to the letter. “You — you — ”


“I got in,” Percy finished, pride in voice. She glanced up at him and her heart swelled when she saw the broad grin on his face. “I did it, Annabeth.”


Annabeth didn’t bother to contain her joy this time; she launched herself off the bed and wrapped her arms around her boyfriend, the momentum sending them both careening back into her desk, causing it to scrape against the floor and bump into the wall. No way her neighbor would ignoring that.


But Annabeth didn’t care about them, because Percy’s hands were on her hips and he was kissing her deeply, and she hadn’t been this happy in weeks. Her boyfriend was going to college!


Their plans after high school had been a contentious point in their relationship this year. After Tartarus, Percy’s future had been fairly set — graduate high school, go to Camp Jupiter, settle down and live the rest of their lives in peace. But, for once, Annabeth hadn’t wanted to take the most logical route and had disrupted Percy’s plans. What was the point of surviving hell if they weren’t going to keep fighting for the best life possible? They could do it; together, the two of them could do anything.


Except, apparently, get into the same colleges.


While both their school records were riddled with academic holes, absences, and disciplinary issues, Annabeth’s grades and scores on tests had far outstriped Percy’s. She’d been accepted into several schools, including her school of choice, MIT, right before Christmas. Percy hadn’t even qualified for the majority of the schools she’d applied to and then had been rejected from all the schools he had applied for in the Manhattan area, even after all the work he put in to raise his grades and test scores. It was frustrating for him, the great Greek hero, to be so summarily rejected in the mortal world like this.


After her acceptance letter from MIT came in the mail, the two of them had gotten into more arguments than Annabeth could remember and being with Percy had become stressful and tense rather than fun. During one particularly terrible day, he furiously suggested that he might go to college at Camp Jupiter and take Reyna up on her long ago offer if she was insisting on leaving him behind. Annabeth had burst into tears as soon as she left his mother’s apartment and hadn’t spoken to him until he apologized a few days later.


With any other couple, that might’ve been the sort of argument that led to a permanent break-up, but Annabeth hadn’t survived a fall into the depths of hell to lose her boyfriend because of college applications. They’d eventually had a long talk about their options — after all, Percy didn’t have to go to a traditional college right away. He could still come to Boston with her if he wanted and attend community college while he was working, or maybe do some online classes, even if it was a little bit more dangerous for demigods.


Percy calmed considerably after that talk and applied to the UMass Boston and a few less rigorous schools in the area days before the semester deadlines. He’d made a great show of forgetting about those still outstanding applications and had been a much better mood in recent weeks, although she knew it was still weighing heavily on his mind.


Now, all that waiting had paid off a big way and he had his answer about his future.


“I am so proud of you,” Annabeth murmured, threading her hands in his hair. She nipped at his bottom lip and his returning kiss was a bit rougher, needier. “I knew you could do it.”


“Apparently they liked my personal essay a lot,” he said, sitting on top of her desk. She heard her Calculus notes crinkle underneath him, but that was forgotten when he pulled her against him a moment later and resumed kissing her. “Said I had... a very distinct voice and should... think about a creative writing career. Must be some sympathetic demigods in admissions, you think?”


She shook her head. “I think you did it all on your own. No help required.”


He pulled away, thumb brushing against her lower lip as he tilted her chin up toward him. His green eyes were alight with gratitude and adoration. “I wouldn’t have been able to do it without you, Annabeth. I love you, you know that?”


Warmth infused every cell in her body at those words. She never got tired of hearing him say it and prayed she never would. “I know, Percy.”


They stopped talked after that, as Percy’s hands slipped under her sweatshirt, starting to tug it upwards, and their kisses became increasingly more passionate. The warmth from his I love you transformed into an aching heat low in her belly, reminding her just how long it’d been since she and Percy had had sex. Her hands slid under the tops of his jeans, causing him to moan in her mouth, and her fingers were dancing toward his zipper —


Knock, knock!


“Annabeth,” a stern voice called from the other side of her dorm door, “are you all right in there?”


Annabeth cursed in Greek under her breath, hurriedly disentangling herself from Percy, hardly an easy task — his hands were still stuck in her hoodie, which was caught up around her shoulders, along with her tank top. It so figured Sister Marie would interrupt right now; that woman had an unnatural ability to appear at the most inopportune moments.


“Yes!” she called her voice strangled as she fought and got herself free from her boyfriend. Her desk banged against the wall once more when he hopped off and she winced, motioning for him to put his coat and gloves back on, and straightened herself out. “I’m fine, Sister Marie!”


“Sasha and Elise reported that they heard voices and some rather... interesting noises a few moments ago,” Sister Marie replied, the severity of her tone increasing. “I think you need to open this door.”


“Just a — ”


“Now, Annabeth, if you would.”


There was no time for Percy to get the window open and get back down the drainpipe without getting caught. Sister Marie would open the door with or without her permission any second, and Annabeth would kiss MIT goodbye if she got expelled three months from graduation because she had a boy in her room. Annabeth darted toward her bed, pulling off her Yankee’s cap hanging on the corner and tossing it at her boyfriend.


“Hide,” she whispered, turning away. Again, she didn’t wait for Percy’s response as she hurried over to the door and threw it open. Sister Marie stood in the doorway, her master key in hand and usual forbidding expression on her face. “Sorry, Sister Marie. I was on the phone and getting dressed for bed.”


“Hmph,” Sister Marie said, eyes darting over Annabeth’s appearance casually. Annabeth hoped her brief make-out session wasn’t that evident — her hair was usually a mess of curls by this time of night anyway. “I suppose you won’t mind if I complete your room check then, dear?”


“Of course not,” Annabeth said, stepping out of her doorway and into the hallway. Several of her neighbors — including those finks, Sasha and Elise from next door — were hanging out in their own doorways, watching as Sister Marie bustled into Annabeth’s room. Room checks were one of the main sources of gossip on campus, and Annabeth’s started getting much more attention after that incident with Percy in the fall.


“The hunk come to visit again?” Virginia from across the hallway asked, peering into Annabeth’s room curiously. “You two can’t go for a week without boning, huh?”


“Gin!” Annabeth hissed, blushing in mortification. “Sister Marie is right there. And no, he didn’t. Percy knows better than to visit after hours.”


“Yeah, that’s right. You two just make use of the janitor’s closet on the third floor.”


Annabeth blushed in mortification, but couldn’t say anything to refute that assertion (not like she could; Virgina had caught her and Percy redheaded last September) before Sister Marie came back out into the hallway, an unhappy expression on her face. Annabeth almost breathed a sigh of relief — if she’d found Percy, the old nun would’ve been positively gleeful about the chance to lecture and discipline her least favorite student.


“You’re falling behind on your cleaning, Annabeth, make sure to fix that this week. And try to keep your telephone conversations off to an acceptable level in the future. We don’t need any more disruptions during this busy time of year,” Sister Marie sniffed, obviously disappointed by the lack of scandal. She eyed the other students out in the hall, who began to scatter as her gaze fell on them. “What are you all staring at? Perhaps I should inspect your room next, hmm, Rebeckah?”


Sister Marie stomped down the hall toward her next victim and Annabeth ducked back into her room, shutting and locking the door behind her. She glanced around the room for any hint of where her boyfriend was.


“Coast is clear. You can come out now, but you probably shouldn’t stay long.”


An instant later, Percy rematerialized, standing on the corner of her bed, his head and shoulders squashed against the ceiling.


“That woman is intense, gods,” Percy muttered, hanging her hat back in place and quietly hoping down on the bed. “I thought for sure she heard me breathing... and no, you don’t have permission to make cracks about me being a mouth breather, okay.”


Annabeth smiled and picked up his acceptance letter from the floor, holding it out for him. “I wasn’t thinking anything of the sort.”


“Yeah, right,” her boyfriend scoffed, shoving the letter back into his coat pocket. “Mark my words, this will come back to haunt me.”


“Only if you get caught. Now, shoo, she might send someone to check up on me.”


Percy grunted and walked over toward the window, opening it again. “You really weren’t kidding when you said a few minutes. Ugh, remind me to do this climbing thing when it’s actually warm outside. This sucks.”


“Be safe,” she said, watching as he swung his legs out over the edge.


Percy turned back to her, his face softening a bit, and reached out, fingers skimming along her cheek as he brushed a curl behind her ear. “I’ll see you this weekend?”


She kissed him one more time, letting it drag on and on until they were both breathless and wanting. Gods, she just couldn’t get enough of this boy. “Of course, Seaweed Brain. Congratulations. Again.”


“Thank you,” he replied sincerely, pressing his forehead against hers for a beat. Hesitantly, he pulled away and reached for the drainpipe. “See ya, Wise Girl.”


She waved at him as he began his descent; he attempted to do the same, but his grip must not have been that great. Annabeth held back a gasp as Percy yelped and slipped the remaining one and half stories way down, landing in heap in the rose bushes at the bottom. That kind of fall might’ve hurt anyone else, but Percy was used to taking farther falls off the rock wall at Camp Half Blood. The only thing he probably wounded was his pride.


And maybe his tailbone.


“You okay there, Romeo?” she called, trying not to giggle as he shuffled upright, cursing indignantly in English and Greek.


“Fine!” he replied, waving at her and trying to conceal his hobble as he walked away. “You just need to learn to stop being so distracting, gods. Gonna get me killed one of these days... ”


Maybe, Annabeth decided with a grin, as she shut her window, she shouldn’t kiss her boyfriend senseless before he executed any moves from romantic comedies from now on.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!










































Track Record
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/678247.


Rating:
Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Percy Jackson and the Olympians & Related Fandoms - All Media Types, Percy Jackson and the Olympians - Rick Riordan
Relationship:
Annabeth Chase/Percy Jackson
Character:
Annabeth Chase, Percy Jackson
Additional Tags:
Romance, True Love, Friendship, Fluff, Angst, Humor
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2013-02-10 Words: 1,819 Chapters: 1/1
Track Record
by hanpersands
Summary


A collection of thirty drabbles on Percy and Annabeth's relationship, ranging from ridiculous to 'oh god my feelings'.


1. run
Percy has longer legs and more muscle tone than Annabeth, but she somehow still manages to win their impromptu race across the Camp.


“You…cheated,” he gasps, feeling like his lungs are trying to punch their way out of his chest. Annabeth barely has a hair out of place.


“Of course,” she says smugly. “You just said who could get here fastest, you didn’t specify how.”


Try as he might, he can’t fault her logic. And he does try, but she puts a stop to that, grabbing his shirt and tugging him towards her.


It’s not hard. He’s not exactly unwilling. “What are you doing?” he murmurs, a smile playing about his lips.


“Collecting my prize.”


2. fall
It happens so slowly that Percy isn’t even aware of it.


Of course, Percy isn’t aware of much when it comes to feelings and girls and Annabeth in general, but he thinks he could have figured it out a little sooner. So does she.


It’s only when it’s too late that he figures it out, when she’s so much a part of him that he doesn’t think he could exist without her. Somehow, Percy Jackson’s fallen in love with his best friend, and he can’t even put his finger on how.


3. spin
The world spins as Annabeth throws him over her hip, and that arm at his throat is actually really uncomfortable, but that’s okay because she’s here and they’re together and so long as that second one doesn’t change, Percy thinks he can deal with anything.


4. smile
He has the most irritating, obnoxious smile in the world, and Annabeth keeps finding herself doing new things to try and drag it out of him. It’s not hard.


5. catch
He can’t promise to catch her when she falls, because he’s too busy falling with her.


6. hide
Annabeth tried to hide her feelings, but he’s just so Percy. On the one hand, this ends up making it impossible for her to really hide the way she feels – he brings it out of her in ways that surprise even her sometimes. On the other hand, it means that he’s too oblivious to notice, anyway.


7. chase
“I swear on the gods,” Percy pants as they run, hands locked tightly together. “You should really change your name to Annabeth Chased.”


8. laugh
No one else can make her laugh like Percy Jackson. Of course, no one else does as many stupid, ridiculous things as Percy Jackson, but maybe that’s a part of it.


9. wait
He leaves (is taken), but Annabeth’s not the kind of girl to wait for anyone. She looks and she searches and she hunts, and when they’re finally together again, she finds out that he didn’t wait either.


10. dream
His dream makes her nervous and excited and so stupidly in love all at once. Seriously, what kind of guy goes around saying that he wants to settle down and raise a family with a girl some day, but still accepts that she might not want that?


Her guy.


11. grow
Somehow, despite months of separation and not even being able to remember her properly, his feelings for Annabeth have only grown stronger. And he would have done anything for her before Juno decided to conduct her little exchange trip, so he’s not too sure what he’s going to do with all these emotions now.


12. strike
“Hey, ow - Annabeth! Jeez, you’d think us dating would mean that you’d hit me less, not more.”


13. hold
He held onto her memory for months as something precious – one of the only precious things he has left to him.


Holding her in person is better.


14. scream
They argue, obviously – they’ve been sniping at each other since they were twelve and that isn’t about to change just because they’re dating. But it never reaches that point of no return, the place where the argument becomes more important than they are. They’ve been through too much together to bother with that.


15. throw
“No – no, Percy Jackson, don’t you dare--!”


There’s a shriek and a loud splash as Percy Jackson throws his girlfriend into the water before turning around and running for his life.


16. open
Percy doesn’t keep any secrets from her, not any more. What’s the point? They’ve seen each other at their worst and at their best, and everything in between. There’s nothing left to hide anymore.


17. call
Sometimes, Percy wishes that cellphones weren’t such a problem for demigods. It’s kind of awkward to call your girlfriend when you know there’s a hippie goddess listening in.


18. slip
It’s a total slip of the tongue, the first time he says it. They’re swimming, and he’s actually letting the water touch him – something Annabeth takes full advantage of, pressing her hands down on his shoulders and using her weight to shove him under the lake. He comes up spluttering, and the chase is on.


They’re soaking wet and laughing so hard it’s difficult to breath when he finally catches her about the waist. Annabeth shrieks and they both topple backwards onto hot sand, panting.


“I love you,” he says without thinking, because it’s always difficult to think around this girl.


Grey eyes go wide and he feels himself turning red, but he doesn’t bite the words back, doesn’t stutter over himself and make like he meant something different. He just swallows, watching her.


She hits him on the shoulder, hard. “You jerk, I can’t believe it’s taken you this long to say it!” And then she all but throws herself at him, kissing him over and over until they’re both breathless for another reason entirely. But she still finds the air to whisper it back.


19. serve
Of course, the one time Percy tries to take Annabeth out for dinner, the waiters turn out to be Canadians. In the monster sense. Fighting Greek horrors together is a great bonding experience and all, but Percy had really wanted to eat off the dinner plates, not use them as a shield.


20. reach
The worst moment in Percy’s life is not when he falls into Tartarus with Annabeth. It’s a few seconds before that, when he thinks he won’t reach her in time.


21. offer
“Zeus is going to be so mad at you for turning down his offer, Percy. Did you see the look on his face?” Annabeth is trying to sound chiding, but he can hear the satisfied smile in her voice. And the relief.


“Yeah, I felt it.” He glances sideways at her. “It was worth it.”


22. lean
Annabeth bites her lip, trying to drag her eyes away from the sight of a shirtless Percy Jackson dragging himself out of a pool. It’s not fair, the way his muscles shift, water dripping off his lithe, lean physique. He was nowhere near that good-looking when she met him. Never mind that he’d been twelve.


And then he looks over at her, and just about trips over his own feet. Annabeth raises her eyebrows before glancing down at the bikini Piper had helped her pick out. She grins.


Maybe it was a little fair.


23. break
Tartarus does its best to break them, assaulting them over and over with a never ending stream of horrors. But it can’t make Percy and Annabeth untangle their fingers. And so long as they don’t lose each other, they can’t lose themselves.


24. play
“Are they…going to be okay?” Hazel asks her brother uncertainly, watching as Annabeth and Percy gesticulate at each other. They’re clearly yelling, but what about, Hazel can’t tell.


Nico gives them a glance, before snorting. “Okay? They’re enjoying themselves.”


25. cover
It’s a reaction so instinctive, not even Annabeth thinks it through before she throws herself at Percy, knocking him down. Never mind that there’s a supply of water nearby, never mind that he’s learned to use it as a shield now – none of that is important. She takes the brunt of the blast, crying out in pain as fire rips up her back.


She’s fine after a bit of nectar, of course, but Percy still freaks out. “You seriously have to stop doing that,” he tells her. “One of these days I’m going to have a heart attack, and then how are you going to feel?”


She simply raises her eyebrows at him. “I’ll stop when you do.”


There’s not really anything he can say to that.


26. settle
Family. It’s a complicated word for every demigod, but Percy somehow seems to bear it easier than any halfblood she’s ever met.


She twists her father’s ring around on her necklace, and wonders if she can ever give him that. She’s never even let herself consider the idea of settling down, not when it felt sometimes like she’s gone through this life losing family rather than the other way around.


But Percy is so damn Percy, he crashes along and opens her mind to the possibility anyway. And while she doesn’t know if she wants to make that possibility a reality, yet, she does know that she won’t turn her back on it either.


27. push
There are some dark, lonely nights on Percy’s road to Camp Jupiter, moments when even his panda pillow and Lupa’s words can’t push him onwards. It’s Annabeth that keeps him going, a name and a feeling so powerful, he’s willing to give up invincibility for it.


28. cry
The weird thing is, they don’t cry in Tartarus. And they don’t cry when they get out, either. It’s the middle of the day after it’s all over, when Gaea is defeated and everyone has gone their own separate ways to celebrate or commiserate as they need to.


They look at each other, and the dam breaks. And they sit in the middle of Percy’s cabin and hold each other until it’s over.


Except, it’ll never really be over. And they never really stop holding on to each other, in one way or another.


29. shake
She doesn’t shake him when she’s mad, or scared, or so relieved she thinks she might fall over. She beats the crap out of him instead. And it has to be true love, because he always walks away grinning, and she always ends up kissing him instead of hitting him again.


30. climb
They don’t climb out of that pit so much as drag themselves, inch by agonising inch, towards the doors. And Tartarus delights in pushing those doors another two inches forward every time they make a move.


But they’ve defeated the odds before. In fact, as Percy points out as they huddle together for safety and warmth and comfort and each other, the less likely it seems as though they’ll make it out of this together, the more likely it is that they will.


They have that kind of track record together.
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Summary


This is a thrteen drabble collection I did using the same "theme" I used for a Hinny one. All of the drabbles are reunited in one chapter, and they're based on their names. Some may contain spoilers from HoO, up to SoN only.


PEACE


Annabeth liked being with Percy for a lot of reasons.


The kind way he treated her made her feel special and loved.


Kissing and touching him was delightful and enjoyable.


Talking with him was easy and made her laugh.


When she was upset he always listened to her and helped her smile.


Being with him made her happy.


But more than anything else, being with Percy gave her a feeling of peace. They could be in the middle of a battle that she would be peaceful if she was with him.


Maybe that's why she loved him so much.


 


ENVY


When the Argus II got to Camp Jupiter there was a complete mess, weapons and threats and arguing and all types of problems until things finally got right and people from Camp Half-Blood could walk freely through the Roman's guarded lands.


It happens that things are never that easy, so there's always something to spoil it, especially for Percy. The day after the arrival of his friends he couldn't go anywhere – alone or accompanied – that several looks – though none good – reached him. A lot were disbelieved, not believing that was allowed to the "enemies" to stay in their lands, other were angry that he conquered to many in so little time, and the other he just couldn't identify.


When he commented this with Annabeth she just shrugged.


"I noticed. But that's normal, Percy."


"What is normal?" He asked, clueless.


"The envy." She said like it was the most obvious thing in the world, and kept on walking through the gorgeous buildings of the town.


"Envy of whom?" He was still lost and had his eyebrows up.


"Oh mine, who." She looked with that 'you really are a thick headed' face. "You, of course."


"But… why?" He questioned, completely confused by his girlfriend's crazy theory.


"Geez, Seaweed Brain, everything. The way you won a lot of challenge just in a few days and recovered what they had been trying for years unsuccessfully, the way you earned the trust of so many in such a short time, of how you have a lot of friends – old and new – willing to follow and help you in everything. The list is endless." She looked and him smiled affectionately. "But don't worry about that, you didn't achieve anything you didn't deserve". And kissed him softly on the lips.


He grinned to his girlfriend that kept walking a couple of steps in front of him. If she was right – which was likely – they were all very, very stupid. Percy could only think of one reason that people should envy him, and it was the blonde in front of him. If they were envy for anything else they were completely mad.


 


RAINBOW


From time to time a demigod from Camp Half-Blood would ask Percy or Annabeth why they were dating. To the eyes of almost everyone who didn't actually know them it didn't make sense, they were complete opposites, liked different things and were always fighting. Of course, "opposites attract", but not that much.


They just shrugged, after all there was no explanation, they liked each other despite the differences and this was more than enough for them to be together and be happy.


The fact is they never realized that their differences were exactly what made them what they were, 'cause it made them complete themselves.


It was like a rainbow. Percy always preferred rain to sun, maybe for his ability and love for water. Annabeth always liked the sun better, for the warmth and the freedom. What they never noticed was that both loved the result the junction of both had, the rainbow, when rain and sun work together to color the sky.


They were like sun and rain: alone they were good, together they were amazing.


 


CALL


As soon as the phone rang Annabeth grinned and took it. Finally!


"Hi!" She happily said when the telephone touched her ear.


"Hi." Percy's voice sounded happy too on the other side. "Are you sure it's safe?"


"Yeah. We'll be backing home tomorrow and this is the hotel phone. Besides I don't think it matters, it's worth fighting a few monsters if that's what I need to talk to you."


He smiled at the other side of the line, she knew even though she couldn't see it.


"So, how are things going?"


"Good." She sighed. "You know I'm not really a beach person, but it's been fun.”


"You mean that without me beach sucks." He said in a cocky way, to what she just rolled her eyes.


"Beach sucks with or without you, Percy." She could hear him starting to protest, but went on. "But I suppose going alone is not very fun."


She could almost see his conceited smirk.


"No monster attack or parent fighting? Or both?" He asked after a few seconds.


"No, everything is fine. We got a little peace."


"Good, 'cause here it's just hell."


"I wish I was there helping you." She said sadly.


"I know. I wish was there escaping with you."


They both sighed and then Annabeth's father called her to lunch.


"I gotta go, Percy."


"Ok."


"Tomorrow I'll be back at home."


"I'm counting on that, already filled the car tank.


She had to smile.


"See you tomorrow, then." She said.


"Love you." He said naturally.


Her heart skipped a beat, as always.


"Me too."


And then both hung up the phone.


 


YES


Annabeth's arms were firmly gripped in his neck, so she could stand. It'd been a couple of minutes since they were thrown in the lake and so far all they did was kissing – how to do anything else when the proximity and the temptation were so big?


"So…" Percy started nervously when they parted.


She looked at him, inquisitive. "What?" She finally asked when he didn't continue.


"I… hum…" Percy gauged a few things before shutting up.


"Percy?" She forced.


"I was just thinking… I mean…"


"Can you try saying something that makes sense?" She asked with raised eyebrows.


"Well, you kissed me…"


"Right…" She said not knowing where he was going.


"So I thought… hum… you know, I… I like you." He tried, not able to gaze her.


"And I like you." She stated.


"Oh." He said, a little surprised and a little reckless. "So, this…" He harrumphed again. "Do you… do-you-wanna-be-my-girlfriend?" He asked rapidly, unable to speak again.


She raised her eyebrows and smiled unbelieving to him.


"You really have a Seaweed Brain, huh?" She asked still unbelieving.


"Wh-what? If you don't want…" He started mumbling, completely ashamed.


She shut him with a kiss.


"Of course I want, Percy, does it need asking?" She said when they split.


"I… yes? You said yes?" He asked still confused.


She smiled and murmured one last time before crashing their lips together: "Yes".


 


ABANDONED


Annabeth knew she shouldn't feel this way, but she couldn't help it. Ever since Percy disappeared that feeling took over her and she wasn't able to get rid of it.


Throughout all her life a lot of people had left her – purposely or not. Her father did not abandon her in the literal way, but emotionally he abandoned her as a child, leaving running away as the only option.


Thalia, that sheltered her when she ran away, abandoned her too, even when she had no guilt of it and was the biggest victim of the situation that made her go away, and after joining the hunters, barely having time to see her.


Luke, that also sheltered her when she ran, abandoned her little by little. First at camp, where he barely spoke with her, then when he betrayed everyone accepting to help Kronos fight the gods, and finally when he took his own life to take Kronos' with him.


But that, oh, that was different, much stronger and much more unbearable. Percy hadn't ran away, something had happened to him, but still it wasn't fair. Percy was supposed to be the person that would neverleave her, that would always be by her side helping her moving on and getting over losses, so how to deal when he was the loss, when she had to move on for him?


Percy had not abandoned her, but that's how Annabeth felt.


 


NECK


Percy and Annabeth were studying at his place, the tests would be next week and even though they went to different schools, both had the same subjects.


Biology was something they avoided when they were together: there's something that makes it really uncomfortable talking about sex with your partner when you were not in that stage of the relationship yet.


Still, Percy's biology test would be the next day and being awkward or not he had to study. For the first time while they were studying Percy focused only in his book, even being just the technical and scientific part of the thing he was unable to read about it and look to his girlfriend.


When he finished studying it Percy was shocked with the lack of information the book had. Like, none of that would be useful on the… situation. And that's when he was silly enough to look at Annabeth.


She was studying, that's all, same way she always did. But it seemed so much more. She had a little book on her left hand e and with the right one she was holding a pencil that was firmly gripped between her lips, totally distracted. Her hair was loose, and the curls fell on her left shoulder, leaving the right one – that was exactly on Percy's look direction – naked.


How was it possible that her neck was so attractive? That tiny little piece of skin got Percy alerted. The willing of getting his lips closer to that was almost unbearable.


He closed the useless biology book he had in hands e got closer to her. Maybe he should write a useful book about the subject and then he would start talking about the neck. Annabeth moaned softly when he finally kissed the pale skin of the back of her neck. Oh, he'd definitely start with the neck.


 


NEW


Percy had never dated before Annabeth, and neither had she. The knowledge they both had about relationships was basically the same, meaning, almost nothing.


People had told them that it would pass, that nobody stays too long with the first date, that it was just a way to live the never before lived to prepare for "real life".


Percy could not see that as true. Even after a year dating Annabeth he still got to live new things every day, being with her was still something new, even after so long.


Percy knew that'd still be new things between them for many years of dating. There was nothing to worry about.


 


ACT


After Percy woke up that morning, he still laid down for a few minutes. All those thoughts and feelings had been filling his head for days and it just got worse. Just the day before again, he got caught up in the moment and almost said it again. Maybe it was just a fact he had to accept: he loved Annabeth. Feeling an uncontrollable urge to say "I love you" seven times when he was with her couldn't be for nothing.


So he decided he would tell her, but the right way. He left his room and saw her standing a few meters away, talking with one of her sisters. He started to walk towards her and as soon as her sister saw him, she pointed and said goodbye. Annabeth turned to him and smiled, waiting for him to approach, and when he was just in front of her, he poured: "I love you".


Only when Annabeth scrunched her eyebrows a little surprised Percy realized what he'd said and let his jaw fall, uncertain about what to do next.


"Hum, good morning to you, too." Annabeth said recovering from the shock, smiling lightly. "And I know that, Percy." She came closer to him and kissed him briefly on the lips. "And I love you too".


"Huh, morning." He muttered ashamed when she pulled away. "What… what do you mean with 'I know that'?"


"That I know." Seeing him opening his mouth to ask something, she continued. "And no, it's not because of all the times this week that you almost said it. Of course I noticed." She added when he looked surprise. "You don't need to tell me, Percy, you show it every day, in the way you act when you're with me. Saying is just a detail." And she kissed him again.


Percy smiled and took her hand so they could go together to the dining pavilion, kissing her cheek.


Annabeth just smiled. There he was acting again, and he didn't even notice.


 


BAKE


Annabeth had many qualities, but cooking wasn't one of them. Still she was willing to spend the entire day on the kitchen, if necessary, to make Percy that surprise.


It was his birthday and she'd go to his house that night for the little reunion his mom was preparing. Sally would do all the food, of course, even because she knew the girl and the kitchen didn't really get along, but Annabeth had to manage at least that, because it would be special and probably the only thing she'd be able to find.


After many hours in the kitchen and many failed tries she found herself with a presentable blue cupcake in her hands. She smiled happy with herself and got changed to go to her boyfriend's house. Getting there she was received by Sally and Paul and headed to his room with the cupcake in her hands.


"Happy birthday." She said when she passed by the door, holding the cupcake in front of her.


He looked at her kind of surprised, but smiled when he saw she tried to remake his last birthday – that actually was when they started dating.


"Thank you." He said walking over her and kissing her lips lightly. "And happy anniversary." He added smiling.


She smiled and gave him the cupcake.


"What do you think?"


"That you're brilliant." He kept smiling, took the cupcake and bit a piece. He immediately made a grimace and let the blue cake on the table next to him. "But not a very good cook."


She was ready to complain when he caught her by the waist and kissed her again. Maybe she wasn't good at cooking, but Percy liked her anyway and that's what mattered.


 


EYES


Percy liked absolutely everything about Annabeth. Her behavior, her laugh, her smile, her hair, her skin. But is he had to choose something that made her unique among everyone else the answer would definitely be the eyes.


Everything about her eyes was singular and special.


The color. Percy had never seen another person with the same eye color. A light gray somewhat translucent that depending on the clarity and the distance could be mistaken with any other color.


The brightness. Her eyes acquired different kinds of sparks depending on the situation, all of them very her. A sparse and sketchy glow when she was she was nervous, an intense and simple spark when she was happy, a discrete shine when she was sad.


The intensity. Her gaze was so intense all the time, seeing things in places no one else saw, reading behind masks and lies, making everyone feel exposed.


The life. Her eyes were alive. That look that could read everyone so well was also full of stories and feelings, things that Percy could see so easily just by glancing at her.


Annabeth's eyes were unique for him, just like her.


 


TEASE


For the outsiders, Percy and Annabeth were always fighting. It was possible to see them arguing or ignoring each other.


But in contraire to popular belief – and deductions -, Percy and Annabeth hadn't actually fought for a long time, since the beginning of the relationship, at least.


The fact is that Percy and Annabeth learned to tease each other. It was… exciting to see that little annoyed spark in each other's eyes, or the challenge spark.


That's why even not fighting anymore, they still went on with the "fights".


They liked to tease and they would never stop.


 


HOLD


During those terrible and endless minutes in which Percy waited for Annabeth to climb down that damn ship, a lot of things crossed his mind.


He wanted so much to see her, he needed to see her.


He wanted to look at her for many minutes and make sure that he still had all her details very clear in his mind.


He wanted to ask a thousand times how she was to be sure she was okay.


He wanted to touch her skin and her hair and finally feel that softness that his memory made tingle between his fingers.


He wanted to look in her eyes so she could see for herself, no need of words, how much he missed her.


He wanted to her for hours to feel that happiness and that love that just her lips afforded.


But when she appeared a few meters away from him, Percy's mind went blank. His breath failed, his heart skipped a lot of beats and the floor faded beneath his feet.


He was only able to run towards her and to hold her fiercely between his arms, letting that knowledge spread through his body: she was there, with him, in his arms. And he would never let her get away again.
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Summary


Three very important times Percy ran away, and the one time he didn't.


Notes


There's an overall theme of depression, but no mentions of it flat out, I don't believe. Percy's out of character, obviously, since this is an AU setting.


Percy is nine.


His mother is scarcely home, working three jobs to support their two-person family. Apartments in New York have never been cheap, and Percy is far too young to work. His father has been out of the picture long before he was born, leaving his mother widowed and without the money to support a son.


She always tells Percy that his father had a good reason, and that someday, he will understand.


But Percy doesn't want to understand.


He just wants to help.


His mother has no clue, but sometimes he hears her crying at night. He doesn't know why – not really – but he knows that his mommy is sad. He knows it's because of money.


So, on one January morning, Percy shoves some clothes, a drink box, and some snacks into his backpack. His nanny – yet another factor that's contributing to the money problems – is dozing on the couch, having laid him down for an afternoon nap a half-hour ago. Percy writes his mother a note, in the neatest handwriting he can muster, and says that he was helping out, and that he loves her very much.


And Percy thinks he's doing the right thing. Mommy needs more money, and Percy is one of the big reasons there isn't enough. He is helping. He loves his mother, and he doesn't want her to cry anymore. She doesn't deserve to be so sad.


After a moment of thought, he pulls one of the pictures off of the counter that features him and his mother's smiling faces. Percy's eyes well up, and he's feeling the ache of missing his mother already. He hopes that she understands why he is doing this. He nestles the frame between two shirts in his backpack, praying that it doesn't shatter.


Percy slips out the door as the nanny sleeps soundly, dead to the world, and with a resigned sigh, he runs away from home.


×•×•×


Percy is thirteen.


He lives with a foster family, but it is not home. Percy's not sure what home is anymore. Percy's not sure if home even exists.


He keeps the folded up picture of him and his mother in his pocket. He's kept it there every day since he left home. It was there when he found himself on the doorstep to an orphanage. It was there when a woman walked outside, giving him a wan smile and asking, "where are your parents, sweetheart?" It was there as she took him in, put him a room with a kid who was five, and gave him a good meal.


His foster father is the nicest man on earth, Percy's sure. He's always smiling, calling Percy "son" and giving him everything he needs. And Percy appreciates it, he really does, but he's not happy. He hasn't been happy for a while. He hasn't been happy since the first time he caught his mother crying. Happy seems more like a foreign concept, than anything.


He goes to middle school now, but he doesn't like it. Percy will never fit in; anywhere he goes, he's deemed the outcast. No one really talks to him, and he doesn't really talk to anyone, but it's okay. He doesn't mind being alone.


Percy doesn't have a girlfriend, and everyone is dating each other in middle school. He sees girls who are pretty, and he even had a crush on a girl at some point, but Percy wasn't a man of action. Not at school, anyways.


His foster family houses two other kids; kids who are blood-related to the parents. Percy feels left out sometimes, and they try their best to include him, but Percy doesn't want to be included. He's not sure what he wants.


Before long, he feels like he's a burden. The foster family wants to move, but Percy fears the prospect. Here is safe. He knows here. He likes it here, sort of. Here is better than a new place, a new town, with new people he hasn't grown used to.


The father feels bad, but he wants to take the opportunity for this important job in California. It's on the other side of the country. His foster mom – who never quite measured up to his real mom – is supportive. She tries to convince Percy that it's for the best, and Percy stops talking.


This happens for three days. His foster mom comes into his room and exchanges one-sided pleasantries before talking to him about relocating. But he never answers. He stares at her, and he hears the words, and he understands, but he can't say anything. He doesn't know what to say.


This family took him in. This family cares about him. And here Percy is, selfish beyond belief, and refusing to move.


So, he does the only thing he knows how to do – he leaves.


With his new, more mature backpack slung over his shoulder, stuffed with two sets of clothes, a toothbrush, food, and water, Percy slips out his window.


He doesn't leave a note this time.


×•×•×


Percy is fifteen.


He's living at an abandoned warehouse. It's not the nicest, but at least he's not a burden anymore. He still goes to school, but his foster parents have never showed up to look for him. That hurts, but only a little, because this means that they understand. No one has found his place of residence yet, and kicked him out. By some miracle, or mistake, the electricity and water still works. He works at a coffee shop, washing dishes. It pays hardly anything, but it's enough to buy cheap clothes and food.


Percy is at a different school, with the same people, and he's starting to realize that the girls are getting prettier. And apparently, he's not so bad himself.


He still hasn't had a girlfriend, and that doesn't really bother him. He still likes being alone. He hasn't liked a girl in a while, and he finds the whole high school experience odd. Why does everyone have to like someone to sleep at night?


Percy doesn't have that either. Sleep. It happens sometimes, but every time he wakes up, he feels more tired than before. He wonders if somethings wrong with him, but he refuses to go to the doctor.


He struggles in school. The work is more complicated. His English teacher tells him that he has dyslexia. Percy doesn't like the sound of that. It sounds serious. There's a guy with blonde hair who teases him sometimes, but not in a nice way. And everytime he does, there's a nice blonde girl who tells him to shut up. Percy appreciates her; appreciates what she does for him. If he talked more, he would thank her.


The only time Percy utters a word is when teachers address him. If any of the students did – which they don't – they would have to ask yes or no questions. Percy is not good at high school. He's not good at socializing. He's not good at fitting in.


He's surprised when the blonde girl sits with him at lunch one day. He usually sits alone, but this is okay, too. She smiled politely at him, and greets him. Percy nods to her.


"I'm Annabeth," she says. Percy nods. "And you're Percy." He nods again.


And they leave it at that. Percy values silence, and it seems that she does, too. He can tell that she wants him to talk, but she's not pushy. He is grateful for that. When the lunch bell rings, Percy stands. "Can I sit here again tomorrow?" Annabeth asks.


Percy looks confused, because since when has anyone wanted to sit by him? But she looks genuine, and Percy hasn't had a friend for a while, so he nods. She smiles, says her farewell, and leaves. Percy waits until he's in his next class, before anyone else has entered. He double checks to make sure he's alone, and then Percy allows himself to smile. And it's a secret smile, merely a stretching of lips, but it's the biggest he's smiled in a long time.


But when Annabeth starts sitting with him everyday, Percy feels uncomfortable. He feels like a problem, because she wants him to talk, but Percy has nothing to say. And if he did, he wouldn't know how to say it. She's pretty, and Percy is nervous. She wants to hear what he has to say, and that makes him even more apprehensive. He doesn't want her to leave, but Percy also doesn't want to be the reason why she looks frustrated sometimes.


"Can you say something, please?" Annabeth asks one day, when she tells Percy about a bad day at home. Percy sympathizes, and maybe feels like he should hug her, but he doesn't show affection. Not for a long time. After a minute of silence, Annabeth sighs. "It was worth a try," she mutters.


Percy feels bad. He's the reason for her distress. This is all his fault; everything is his fault. Percy wishes desperately, hopefully and hopelessly, that he could stop messing things up. He bites his lip, and looks at Annabeth. She's rubbing her temple. Percy gave her a headache.


He stands, throwing his tray full of food in the receptacle on the way out, and goes home. No one stops him as he leaves campus. He can see Annabeth's relieved look in his mind, conjured up by the part of his brain that tells him he's doing right, and he believes that she is assuaged now that his existence isn't pressuring her. And that makes him feel better.


He goes home, and packs up his things. He needs a change of scenery.


Percy's not running away from home this time, though. He's running away from the only person he's cared for in a long time. But Annabeth wanted things from him he couldn't give – he couldn't speak; he couldn't tell her anything. Telling people things leads to making friends, and making friends leads to trusting friends, and trusting people leads to them leaving in the end.


Percy takes a long look at what had been his house for almost two years. He closes his eyes, and remembers that he's doing this for Annabeth. He's doing this because she deserves to be happy, even if he's not.


Percy wonders what happened to the eight-year-old, bright eyed and messy haired as he excitedly ran around on the playground. He wonders if that was ever really him at all. It seems like a far away dream.


He starts walking.


×•×•×


Percy is eighteen.


He waves at the boy he shares an apartment with, and heads out to his first last day of high school. He's a senior, and he's going to graduate from the school he went to at fifteen. For two years, he went to another school, living with a kind man named Nico. Nico was twenty-four, with a steady job and an obligation to take in troubled kids. He was one himself.


Percy and Nico both work at the coffee shop behind their apartment. The owner is Nico's cousin or something, and their wages are good enough that making rent on the apartment isn't difficult. Nico's parents have passed away, but they left him with a giant trust fund. If he wanted to, Nico could reside in the richer apartments down the road, but he's told Percy that he prefers low-key.


The school is twenty minutes away, and it's a longer walk than his old school. Percy feels anxious, and considers turning around and staying home for the day. He only quickens his stride, though, knowing that this was his last year. One more year, and he can be done with high school. It fuels his pace.


Percy's stomach swoops when the school comes into his view. He thinks of Annabeth – a girl who he never forgot – and wonders if she's still here. He hopes, in an almost reluctant way.


People stare as he walks up the steps. He's not sure if it's because they recognize him, or if it's because he's essentially a new kid. He thinks it's the second. Percy hears whispers, and he scowls. He didn't understand why people only opened their mouth to talk about others. Maybe that's why he never talks; because his mother always taught him that if you don't have anything nice to say, you shouldn't say it at all.


Earlier that week, he visited the school. He's memorized his schedule and his locker location. He hopes that his classes aren't as difficult as they sound.


Percy considers running away when he sees a flash of curly blonde hair opening the locker next to his. Percy's stomach bottoms out, and he thinks that he's going to throw up. He knows that hair – he'd stared at it curiously for a while, every day during lunch. More importantly, he knows who it belongs to.


With a deep breath, he walks up to his locker with downcast eyes, opening it at lightning speed, hoping that she doesn't notice him – but also hoping that she does. He puts a textbook in and waits – waits for her to walk away so he can breath again – but his locker is slowly shut by a dainty, tan hand. And Percy winces, because he knows she's seen him.


"You're back," she says flatly. Percy nods. "Still not talking?" Percy shrugs. "How have you been?"


Percy looks at her now, hesitantly, because he's not sure if he wants to, but then he's glad that he did. Annabeth is prettier, and she still doesn't wear as much make-up as everyone else. He finds his eyes catching at her lips as he carefully memorizes her face all over again.


Then – he feels this feeling. And he thinks he wants to kiss her. Elegant as ever, Percy blushes fiercely, answering her question with yet another shrug and downcast eyes.


He's about to walk away, because it's silent, but for some reason, arms are enveloping him tightly. Percy thinks that the hall goes silent, but he notices that it's because all of his senses are attuned to Annabeth. He hugs her back, holding her as if she's made of glass, and tries to think of the last time he recieved a hug. It's been years.


"I missed you," is all Annabeth says, and Percy feels something tug in his chest. He only nods though, for once wanting to speak, but not trusting his voice. She keeps hugging him, and Percy wonders how long these things are supposed to last, but then he feels a sharp pain in his shoulder. "I thought you were dead!" It's a hushed whisper, and Percy's not sure how to reply. He shakes his head, because he's very much breathing. The pain hits again as Annabeth shoves him. Her glare is strong as she evenly says, "don't you dare do that to me again."


Percy nods.


×•×•×


He doesn't have any classes with Annabeth because she's smart. All of her classes are honors, or college classes, and Percy suddenly wishes that he applied himself more.


Since seeing Annabeth again, he kind of wants to look at her forever. She has this thing about her, and it makes Percy feel like he could stare at her for years. He sees something new every time. A new freckle, a new gleam in her eye, a new twist to her lips, a new, perfect curl atop her head.


Percy's happy when he sees that she has the same lunch as him. She is waiting in line, probably to buy a water and a salad, just like she did back when they were fifteen. Percy moves to stand in line next to her, and not because he wants to be further up in the line. He just wants to stand next to her.


When she smiles, he knows it was worth all the dirty looks thrown his way. "You have this lunch?" Annabeth questions, paying for her food. Percy glances down, and notes that he was right. She carries a salad and a bottle of water. He clears his throat and nods. "Can I sit with you?"


Percy allows one corner of his mouth to quirk as he nods. Annabeth grins again, and Percy is worried about how fast his heart is beating.


They sit at a table in the corner, away from the loud popular group. By the way they are staring, Percy knows that she used to sit with them. "You still aren't going to talk?" Annabeth inquires.


Percy gives an apologetic shrug. She nods though, as if she were anticipating his answer. "Can we try something, then?" Percy cocks his head to the side in silent questioning, but Annabeth slides a notebook out of her backpack. "I'm going to write, and then I want you to answer me. Can you do that?"


Percy doesn't really want to, because if he can't think of anything to say normally, why will writing on paper change anything? But he gives her an affirmative response, because she looks excited, and her pencil is already poised to write. She scribbles for a quick moment, turning the notebook to him with an expectant look.


As Annabeth begins to eat, Percy reads her question. What happened to you?


He hesitates for a full minute before writing two words: I left.


Annabeth rolls her eyes as she reads his response, giving him a dry look. "No, really?" The evident sarcasm in her voice makes Percy bite back a smile as he continues his answer. I went to a different school for a while.


"Why?" Annabeth questions aloud, too busy eating to pause and write. Percy's okay with that, though. He doesn't want to inconvenience her. "Why did you move?"


Percy sighs then, because he's obviously not telling Annabeth that it was because of her. However, Percy values the truth just as much as he values silence, so he settles for writing "I was scared."


"What of?" Annabeth prompts.


Percy winces, not thinking about the fact that she would surely ask that. You, he writes finally. Annabeth scowls at the paper. He panics. Not you in general, he adds. But the way you made me feel.


It's the most honest he's ever been with anyone, and his cheeks turn bright red as he notices what he wrote. Annabeth stares at the paper, he expression giving away nothing. "How did I make you... feel?"


Percy huffs. I can't tell you. It'll make things weird.


"It won't," Annabeth assures him.


It will, Percy writes, underlining the 'will'. And I don't want things to be weird. I like how they are.


"Percy," Annabeth says suddenly, after reading his answer. "Would you like to have dinner with my family tonight?"


Percy's eyes widen as he scribbles a "what?"


"I know it's kind of... soon," Annabeth says. "But I think they would like you."


Do  you  have  a  giant  whiteboard  I  can  write  on  through  all  of  dinner ?


Annabeth laughs at his response, taking into account Percy's sarcastic look. "They won't mind that you don't talk. I'll tell them. They'll ask you yes or no questions."


You hardly know me, Percy answers.


"No point in getting to know you if my parents don't like you anyways," Annabeth replies, sticking out her tongue. Percy thinks it's cute, and then he blushes. "You're blushing," Annabeth calls him out.


He scowls deeply at her. Shut up, he writes. I am not.


"Sure," Annabeth says, grinning. He wants to smile, too, but not yet. "Why aren't you eating?"


I  had  a  really  big  breakfast .


"Oh?"


Yeah .  I  like  food .


Annabeth snorts in laughter, and Percy's happy that he makes her laugh. He likes that feeling. "Well, you'll love my stepmom. She cooks a lot."


Do  you ?


Annabeth shrugs. "I'm pretty good at it, I guess. But since she does it, I don't usually have to."


Oh, Percy scrawls, that's nice of her.


Annabeth gives him an odd look, but then the lunch bell is ringing, and Annabeth gathers up her notebook. "Meet me by the flagpole out front, okay?" Percy nods in confirmation, and she smiles at him before shouldering her backpack and leaving. He stares after her, and wonders what just happened.


His classes are hard, as he had feared, but his teachers are nice. Percy feels like they will cut him some slack for his "learning disability". They think that he's mute, and Percy thinks that's fine, because he doesn't like to talk anyways. He can, and sometimes he does, but he just prefers not to. Words hurt, words offend, words confuse and words can never say what you really want them to. Percy finds words to be very useless things.


When the last bell of the day rings, Percy takes a while to get to his locker. It's not because he's avoiding the meeting with Annabeth, but it's because so many people shove him in the halls. They aren't doing it on purpose, Percy knows. He's just... invisible. He shoves all of his books in his locker, opting to blow off every bit of homework he had. He has several papers that need to be signed by a parent, but he doesn't have that anymore.


He wonders if maybe he should contact her, but he thinks that she must be better off. Most people are better off without him.


Annabeth is on her phone when he finally arrives, and he stands a bit awkwardly off to the side, wanting to give her space for a private conversation. Percy still hears every word though, at least from her side, and he infers that she's talking to one of her parents. When she finally removes the phone from her ear, she smiles happily and starts walking. Percy follows; he probably always will.


"Dad and Christine – stepmom – say that they can't wait to meet you. It took about five minutes to convince her that you weren't my boyfriend," Annabeth rambles. Percy almost smiles at that. "And they say that you can stay with me until dinner. We'll probably be home alone for ten minutes or so. My little brothers get home a few minutes after me. Do you have anyone you need to call?" Percy stares at her, biting his lip, and holding his hand out for her phone. She catches the innuendo, handing it over without hesitation.


He composes a text, telling Nico that he'd be back later so that he doesn't worry. He probably wouldn't have, because Nico trusts Percy to stay safe. Annabeth continues walking when Percy stops to type, and she's opening her car door when he finishes and looks up.


Annabeth has a nice car – a sleek charcoal Lexus – and Percy's eyebrows raise in appraisal. She smiles and shrugs. "I made perfect scores in all of my classes last year." Percy wants to talk then, because he likes talking to Annabeth. He likes hearing her voice, and her laugh, and maybe this is all his pent up emotion from three years ago, but he feels more connected to her than any friend he's ever made.


She understands that he doesn't talk though, and the whole way to her house, she surfs subjects, sometimes looking to Percy for some sign that he was listening. He always nods vigorously, letting every word that flows from her mouth sink into his skin and burn it's way into his mind. He needs to remember this – every moment – for whenever it's over, and all he has is memories.


Before he knows it, they're stopping in front of a classic brick house with a white door. It's pretty, Percy thinks, and he steps out of the car only after Annabeth does. She yanks her backpack out of the backseat, lugging it up to the front door. She struggles to unlock the door and hold her bag at the same time, so Percy takes it. "Thanks," Annabeth tells him. He nods.


The door finally swings open, and Annabeth waltzes inside. Her shoes are kicked off almost immediately as she strides into the next room over. Percy feels uncomfortable, because this is the first time he has ever been to a friends house, if he doesn't count Nico. He glances around for a moment before following Annabeth into the room she entered, and notices that it's a kitchen. She's piling Oreo's on a plate, pouring two glasses of milk. Her backpack is still slung over Percy's shoulder, and she sets the Oreo's and milk on the table before taking her backpack.


Annabeth retrieves the notebook once more, opening it up to the page they left off on, and starts talking. "Dad and Christine are really easy to impress, trust me. As long as you don't act like a delinquent, my dad will like you. Christine will like you because you're tall, dark and handsome, not to mention that she's been wanting me to date someone for years. She'll probably drop little hints, so I apologize in advance." Annabeth pauses as she sees Percy hand start moving across the paper. She pushes a glass of milk over to Percy and puts the Oreo's between them.


He shoves the notebook over into her view, and Annabeth smiles at his words. I'm tall, dark and handsome?


"Yeah," Annabeth replies, dipping an Oreo in her cup of milk. "Everyone thinks you're really hot at school."


And  you ?


"It'll make things weird if I tell you," Annabeth mocks. Percy scowls at her and eats an Oreo moodily. She smiles, and he wonders why. "They think you're a new kid."


Do I really look that different? Percy writes after sanding the Oreo crumbs off of his hands.


Annabeth examines him, narrowing her eyes. "You are a lot taller. And you're more... defined?"


Are you saying that I have nice muscles? Percy smirks at her as he dots the question mark, and Annabeth thinks it's a nice expression on him.


"No," she says unconvincingly, and then she hears Percy laugh for the first time.


It sounds gravelly, as if it's been awhile since he has, and after his small fit of laughter, he looks shocked. I haven't laughed in awhile, Percy prints, confirming her thoughts.


"Well, I'm glad to be the first one in a while who made you," she says earnestly. He meets her eyes, and he thinks her eyes are maybe his favorite thing on earth. Not a moment later, the sound of the front door opening breaks the silence, and Percy jumps. Two young boys nearly fall over themselves as they race to the kitchen, but both stop in their tracks as they see Percy.


"Are you Annabeth's boyfriend?" the one on the left asks bluntly. Percy bites back a smile and shakes his head. "Oh. I'm Matthew," he proclaims.


"This is Percy," Annabeth verbalizes for him. "The other one is Bobby." Percy waves, feeling bad that he can't greet the kids with his own voice. He doesn't want to talk. Not yet.


"You're quiet," Bobby accuses.


Annabeth frowns disapprovingly at them. Percy dislikes the expression on her; a smile is way better. "He doesn't talk. As him questions that he can answer with a 'yes' or 'no'," she suggests.


"Do you like Annabeth?" Matthew questions, filching an Oreo from their shared plate. Percy doesn't like to lie, so points at an imaginary something across the room. While Annabeth is looking for what he gestured to, he's happy to find that the twins didn't avert their attention. He shrugs, nodding a little. Annabeth looks back as the twins shove each other and run from the room, already arguing over who gets what toy.


"What did you say to them?" Annabeth asks.


Nothing, Percy writes, giving her a dry look.


"Don't get smart with me," she warns. Percy rolls his eyes. "How old are you?"


Eighteen, Percy answers.


"Seventeen," Annabeth shares. Percy nods once. "Favorite color?"


Blue, he writes.


Annabeth doesn't seems satisfied with the trivial questions, so she asks, "Why don't you talk?"


Percy meets her gaze and gnaws ruthlessly on his bottom lip. He shakes his head, saying that he doesn't want to answer. However, when Annabeth gives him a sad look, he can't say – well, write– no. He sighs, letting the tip of the pencil hit the paper, but unable to write a word.


I'm not good at it, he says finally. And it's not a lie, it's just not the whole truth.


"You seem fine to me," Annabeth replies.


Percy shakes his head. I never know what to say, or how to say it. If I can write, I have time to think. The world doesn't stop for me to thinkof the perfect words to say when I'm talking out loud.


"I'd wait for your answer," Annabeth argues. "I want to hear your voice." Percy gives her a negative response, underlining it several times on the paper. "Why? Do you sound like a five year-old or something? Or is it creepily deep?"


Percy snorts lightly, writing "no" once more. Words never help, he writes after a moment. They only make things worse.


"Not true," Annabeth digresses. "Not if you say nice things."


Percy gives her a look. Saying nice things is even worse.


"Why?"


Because .  It ' ll  be  that  much  worse  when  the  person  leaves .


Annabeth frowns deeply at the paper, and Percy hates himself for being the reason for her perplexed expression. "You can't think like that," she orders. "It's so pessimistic." He shrugs helplessly. "Not everyone is going to leave," Annabeth tells him.


Maybe not intentionally, he scrawls, but eventually, they will.


"So, what you're saying is," Annabeth starts, "you shouldn't get close to anyone – or even let them hear your voice – because they may potentially leave you?"


Percy scowls. It sounds worse when you say it out loud, he writes after a moment.


"Things are more honest out loud," Annabeth informs him. He doesn't look convinced, and Annabeth swallows her pride. "You are handsome. Quite, actually." Percy's head snaps up, and he stares at her wide-eyed and red-faced. "And you have really pretty eyes."


He buries his face in his hands, embarrassed beyond belief. You proved your point, he writes after calming down his external temperature.


"I meant it," she tells him.


Percy blushes again. Then, thank you. He hesitates, his hand fluttering over the paper before he adds, I think you're beautiful.


Annabeth's cheeks heat up this time, and probably her neck, too. She smiles at him, and he bites his bottom lip into his mouth before scribbling a sentence quickly, before he loses his nerve. That's how I felt about you when we were fifteen.


"You liked me?" Annabeth questions.


Percy shakes his head adamantly. He underlines 'I think you're beautiful' three times. There's a difference, he adds.


"Which is?"


Liking you is juvenile; thinking you're beautiful is completely different. Annabeth isn't really sure what he means, but it made her smile anyways. She nods, not wanting to break the silence, and Percy leaned back in his chair, breaking apart an Oreo. They finish off the plate without speaking, and Percy finds himself feeling completely at ease before he writes, I missed you, too.


Annabeth smiles.


Percy bites his lip, and Annabeth notes that it has to be a nervous habit. Why are you so nice to me? Why do you care at all?


Annabeth blinks at the paper after he turns it her way. "Maybe," Annabeth says delicately, "because I see you better than you see yourself."


×•×•×


Dinner went far easier than both Percy and Annabeth could ever hope for. Her parents follow directions, only asking questions that can be affirmed or denied with a nod or shake of the head. Annabeth stares on in amusement as Percy and her father have a mainly one-sided conversation, Percy paying full attention to her father's endless talk about model airplanes.


That was another thing about Percy she really likes. No matter what you were saying, he always stares at you intently, letting you know that you have his full attention. It's an intoxicating feeling, especially because it's Percy's attention. The boy she's been so consumed with ever since he left school, and didn't come back until now.


He turns and looks at her then, as her father thanks Christine for dinner. Annabeth's father is gone a few moments later, clapping Percy on the back to show his approval. Percy shakes his hand formally, and stares bluntly at Annabeth as Christine gathers the dishes.


He gives her a small smile, a private, innocent, silent "thank you". She nods and grins back. "It's eight; do you need to go?"


Percy pauses before nodding, because yes he should get back to the apartment and clean – his end of the deal – but he doesn't want to leave Annabeth. She stands, drinking her remaining water and gesturing for him to follow. He does. He always does.


She's not sure why she does it – because it's been two years and they hardly know each other – but, it feels right as she grabs Percy's hand, intertwining their fingers. Percy gets butterflies and Annabeth wants to kick herself for being so impulsive. Percy grips her hand though, and Annabeth knows it's okay.


She drives him home, and Percy wants to kiss her again, but he can't. He won't.


He settles for looking her in the eyes, and conveying his thanks. She smiles in response, and Percy smiles, tight-lipped, at her. He gets out of the car, headed for the path that leads up the steps to the apartment – luckily on the second floor – but Annabeth calls out to him. Percy stops and turns, and she jogs up to him.


"Hi," she says softly. Percy waves and chuckles. "I just – do you walk?" Percy looks confused. "To school," Annabeth clarified, without a smidgen of grace. Percy nods. "Be out here by eight-thirty. I'll give you a ride."


Percy starts to shake his head, telling her silently that it's fine, but she hugs him quickly – so quickly that he has hardly any time to respond – and backs away from him. "Eight-thirty," she repeats. He nods now, waving gently to her. She gets back into her car and drives away.


Percy smiles into thin air, thinking that this must be what happy feels like.


×•×•×


Annabeth picks him up everyday for two weeks, and Nico relentlessly teases him about having a girlfriend. Percy shakes his head every time, and Nico cackles to himself.


Within those two weeks, he'd gathered enough money from the coffee shop to buy a phone – finally – and he gets a nice one, the new iPhone. If he's going to spend a lot of money, go big or go home.


He only has two numbers – Nico's and Annabeth's – and maybe it's a little sad, but Percy doesn't mind. They are his only two friends, and why should he have someone's number that he's not friends with? Plus, he gets to talk to Annabeth more.


Annabeth texts him on Monday morning, informing him that she has a massive migraine and won't be at school. And Percy has reallystarted to care about Annabeth. He considers her his best friend, though he's never told her. Despite the two-year lapse in their friendship, they just clicked, and got each other so easily.


He's had perfect attendance for the past two weeks. He decides that a Monday spent coddling Annabeth was better than school without her. Percy informs her that he's coming over, and she scolds him, but never tells him not to visit.


The walk takes about thirty minutes, but Percy decides that it's worth it when Annabeth calls him "the best friend in the history of friends".


She invites him in with an indulgent smile, seats him on the couch and leaves to get water. She comes back, and hands him his glass, but the metal bracelet on his arm scrapes it. Annabeth winces and rubs her temple, and Percy realizes that this is the second headache he's given her.


"Sorry," she mutters after a moment. "I get migraines sometimes." Percy nods and tries to squeeze some sympathy into his eyes. He used to get headaches, too. "My doctors say it's because I read too much. It strains my brain because of my dyslexia."


Percy gives her a curious look, glancing around for paper, but seeing none. He instead pulls out his phone and starts a note, typing, Youhave dyslexia?


Annabeth nods and Percy feels something. He's not sure what that flutter in his chest was, or why he really wants to smile all of a sudden. He presses 'enter' a few times, then answers, Me too.


Annabeth smiles then, and it's an odd smile. "Well, Jackson, seems we have some mutual ground after all." She flinches again though, rubbing her temple, and Percy thinks about how she looked the day he left. She looks older now, no doubt, but it's almost the same picture, and causes Percy to get a wave of deja vu.


He pulls his phone back to himself, and starts typing. It's maybe the longest thing he's ever made Annabeth read, but he hopes she doesn't mind. I'm sorry for leaving that day. I just didn't know what to do, because I've never really thought about anyone that way. I didn'twant to be a problem.


Annabeth doesn't seem to think it's long at all though, and she looks confused. "Why would you be a problem?"


Percy looks at her odd, as if to say, "why wouldn't I be a problem?"


Annabeth leans on his shoulder then, and rests one of her hands in the crook of his elbow. Percy knows that he has to be on fire, because there's no reason his skin should feel so hot just because it's Annabeth. "Percy, you've never been a problem."


He's not entirely sure why the words mean so much to him, but he finds his eyes stinging. He doesn't even notice that he's crying until water falls on his hand. Then Percy jumps slightly, because he wasn't even sure he could cry anymore.


He used to, years ago. Every night, he would end up crying. Not gut-wrenching sobs, but the silent tears with a blank expression. That's when you know someone's hurting. In recent years, he'd lost the ability to cry. He would just stare blankly at the ceiling, and wonder what made him the way he was.


Tears keep falling, and Percy feels weaker than he ever has before. He's never let anyone see him cry, especially not a girl, but here he is. He covers his face, trying to gather his wits and stop before Annabeth sees, but by the way she's suddenly hugging him, Percy knows that she did. She hugs him tight, and it only makes Percy want to cry harder. He never makes a sound, but tear tracks keep appearing on his face.


"I'm sorry," she says after a while, when Percy's managed to stop being so emotionally unstable. "I didn't mean to make you cry."


Percy shakes his head instantly, fumbling for his phone. No, he taps out, it's not that. No one has said anything like that to me before.


"Well, they should have," Annabeth says, scowling. "No one, even the worst people, deserve to think that they're a problem."


You ' d  be  a  good  therapist .


"Oh?" Annabeth questions.


Percy nods vehemently. You're good at, he pauses, making me feel better.


"What are friends for?" Annabeth mutters.


You're tired, he types. Annabeth nods. Sleep.


"I don't want to," Annabeth argues. "You're here." Percy rolls his eyes. "You'd be bored, and also creepy, watching me sleep."


Not if I sleep too, Percy replies. He gives her a challenging look, and Annabeth scowls. Tell me I'm right. One corner of his mouth turns up, and Annabeth gives him a disapproving look.


"Whatever," Annabeth grumbles. Percy shoves her shoulder, giving her an expectant look. She meets his gaze, and Percy raises his eyebrows, waiting. "You aren't wrong." He gestures for her to continue. "Stop," she says finally, shoving him. She's frowning, and Percy's smirking because he knows. "You're rude." Percy shakes his head, still smiling softly at her. "Stop," Annabeth repeats, using an open palm to shove his face away. "Don't look at me like that."


Like what? Percy mouths, too lazy to type.


Annabeth looks surprised. "Like... with that face."


What face? he asks. Annabeth decides that she really, really like this method of communication better, because she has a reason to stare at his lips.


"Your face," she replies.


My face, Percy repeats silently, raising his eyebrows.


"Yes," Annabeth answers. Her stomach twists slightly when she adds, "it's really cute."


Percy's face gets progressively redder, but he doesn't look away from her eyes. He loves them – her eyes. Thank you, he mouths.


"Remember how you felt about me? When we were fifteen?" Annabeth says suddenly, confidence rushing in her veins for whatever reason. Percy hesitates before nodding. "What about now?"


Percy shakes his head. I'm not telling, he stresses. No.


Annabeth keeps staring at him, and Percy feels transparent. "Please." He refuses again, and Annabeth takes his hand, repeating her plead.


They stare at each other for a long time, Annabeth wanting him to say something, and Percy knowing that he can't. She's special, his best friend, and he doesn't want to mess that up. Annabeth leans closer, and Percy thinks he's dead. Surely, he has to be dead and this is what heaven is like.


Her forehead is touching his, and Percy's having trouble breathing. "Percy," she says evenly, and Percy envies her for being able to keep her composure. She pushes even closer to him, and Percy isn't sure what to do because he's never actually kissed a girl, and it seems that Annabeth wants him to.


He tries taking a deep breath, but the result is a shallow, shaky, nervous gust of air. His eyes are closed tight, because he doesn't want to open them and find out that it was all a dream. "Percy," Annabeth says again, and it's barely above a whisper. Percy gets a delighted shiver at the feeling of her breath on his lips, and he realizes that he would only have to lean forward to close the space between them.


So he does, on impulse, and he's still – so still, deathly still – because wow, did he really just do that?


But then Annabeth is kissing him back, and it's real and not a dream and Percy's really not getting enough oxygen right now. She leans back, and it was short – much shorter than the amount of time others at school kiss – but Percy's glad she did. He probably would have died on the spot if Annabeth hadn't stopped.


Annabeth pushes him so that he's lying flat on the couch and Percy feels a rush of hysteria. He's eighteen and just had his first kiss and he has no clue what he's doing, but Annabeth doesn't kiss him again. Instead, she lays her head carefully on his chest, slithering her arms around him. He cautiously wraps his arm around her back, and hopes that she doesn't hear his heartbeat. It's off the charts.


Annabeth snuggles into the crook of his neck, and says, "night."


Percy doesn't even bother with telling her that it's ten in the morning.


×•×•×


When Percy wakes up, he scowls for a moment at how warm he is. Only moments later, he recalls that morning – more specifically, whathappened that morning – and he smiles. And it's a good smile; one of his smiles that make his eyes crinkle and his cheeks hurt. He jumps when someone pokes his cheek, and his smile fades only slightly as he opens his eyes.


Annabeth's still resting on his chest, but she's looking up at him. Percy bites his lip and Annabeth frowns. "I didn't want you to stop smiling," she grumbles.


Percy chuckles, and pushes a curl away from her face – which is just some dumb excuse for touching her, really. He doesn't really want to kiss her again, and not because he didn't like it, but because he doesn't know how. She pokes his cheek again, telling him to smile, and Percy can't help it as he follows directions. Annabeth smiles in response to his, and Percy can't stop staring at her.


He doesn't know what love feels like, but he knows that is has to be something close to this. Laying with Annabeth, running his hands through her hair softly as she smiles up at him. His chest is tight with missing her the moment she extricates herself from the couch. "When do you think you'll talk?" she questions, holding the two empty glasses of water in her hands.


Percy stares up at her earnestly, finding his phone because he wants her to know every word that he says, precisely.


When  I  find  something  important  enough  to  say .


×•×•×


He finally does, a month later. They're exiting the school, holding hands, much to Percy's delight. They kiss sometimes, but it never goes far. Percy thinks that Annabeth senses his hesitance. And he's glad she understands – she's so good at that – because he doesn't want to admit to her how inexperienced he is.


It hasn't been a particularly exciting day, and Annabeth is rambling on about some assignment due in her history class. She's excited about it, Percy can tell. She's glowing, her hands moving to coincide with her words, and her eyes are bright. Percy's not really sure what she's saying, but she looks so perfect in that moment that he can't restrain from tugging on her hand so that she stops.


"What?" she asks curiously, smiling slightly.


It's very rare that Percy initiates the affection, but he pulls her face up to his and kisses her. It's intense, probably the deepest they'd ever kissed, and Percy is surprised at himself.


After he pulls back, he says the words he'd been practicing to himself. His voice isn't hoarse and strained as he simply says, "I love you."


Annabeth stares at him in shock, and Percy feels panic rising in his chest. Too soon, he thinks. His eyes fall to the ground, and he's blushing – he feels it. But Annabeth forcing him to look up, holding his chin up with her hand. He tries to avoid her eyes, but unintentionally, like magnets, Percy's eyes find hers.


Percy's eyes widen when he sees a tear fall down her otherwise flawless face, and he brings a shaky hand up to remove it, but then – she's kissing him. He can't breathe, between the panic of actually saying that and, well, Annabeth always leaves him breathless, really. She's saying something against his lips, but he can't hear her over the pounding of his heart, clamorous in his ears.


Percy pulls back, leaning his forehead on hers and breathing. Then he hears what Annabeth had been saying over and over: "I love you, I love you, too."


He swipes the tears away from her eyes and Annabeth starts laughing. "I'm sorry," she tells him. "I'm not usually this emotional."


Percy nods, smiling, and says it again. "I love you."


"I love you, too," she says, staring into his eyes like they were the only thing she knew. "Yeah. I love you, too," she repeats, dazedly.


Percy grins, leaning down and kissing her through his smile. Her elbows rest on his shoulders and her hands find their home in his hair. Percy hears a whistle, and he's not sure who did it, but he smiles and laughs against her lips.


×•×•×


Percy is nineteen.


And Annabeth is eighteen.


He talks now, more than usual, and never forgets to tell her how much he loves her. He tells her everything, and she understands. She's still good at that – understanding.


Percy has days where he doesn't want to talk. He has nothing to say, and he doesn't want to talk. Those are the days when he reminds himself that yes, words do cause pain, but just as easily as they can hurt, words can heal. He notices this when Annabeth leans into his side and tells him that everything will be okay. She loves him, and she'll always love him, and she doesn't plan on leaving.


And maybe, that's all he ever needed to hear.
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Summary


Because, although she didn't show it as much, Annabeth Chase was still a sixteen-year-old girl with insecurities when it came to the boy she loved. A conversation between Annabeth and Thalia after Annabeth lands Rachel's helicopter in TLO.


Notes


You remember that scene with Annabeth landing the Dare helicopter and then walking away? Well, the next time she appears, her eyes are 'red and puffy' and, I don't know, I simply adore this part. It has so much potential for a fic, right?


"Annabeth! Are you okay?" Thalia yelled as she ran down Fifth Avenue towards her best friend. She had witnessed how the daughter of Athena had made that insane jump from a few hundred feet in the air, safely landed the helicopter, and then walked away like it was no big deal. Personally, the daughter of Zeus had never been this close to a heart attack before.


"I'm fine." Annabeth replied in a clipped tone, checking her injured shoulder.


"What were you thinking? You could've gotten killed!"


The blonde snorted. "Don't go mother hen on me, Thals. In case you haven't noticed, we're in the middle of a war. The possibility of getting killed is sort of a given."


"Well, sorry for caring." Thalia said sarcastically. It was silent for a moment, and then she added: "Nice flying, by the way."


They both grinned and Annabeth laughingly said: "Thanks."


They started heading towards the Plaza, helping out some of their fellow demigods on the way. Thalia tried to make small talk as they walked.


"So, where's Kelp Face? He was with you, right?" At that, Annabeth's smile darkened.


"He's with his mortal friend." She said bitterly. Thalia's eyebrows furrowed, wondering what Rachel had to do with any of this. A few seconds later, her eyes widened in understanding.


"You mean… that helicopter… She was inside?" Annabeth nodded. "What the hell is she doing here?"


"She said she needed to see Percy." An air of resentment surrounded the blonde, something that the Hunter didn't fail to notice.


"Are you… jealous of that Dare girl?" Annabeth looked affronted at the accusation.


"What? No!"


"Annabeth, don't keep your emotions bottled up."


"I'm not." The daughter of Athena assured her curtly, picking up her pace and striding towards the Plaza. Thalia followed insistently, obviously not done.


"Yes, you are. I know you. You're keeping all your feelings locked up because you think they're not worth it. You used to do the same thing back when we were on the run."


"I'm not the same kid you picked up from the streets." Annabeth said, irritated. Why couldn't Thalia just leave her alone?


"Annabeth Chase, listen to me!" Thalia yelled, attracting the attention of the demigods around them. Annabeth spun on her heel and faced the dark-haired girl defiantly.


"Why should I? I'm older now; I can make my own decisions!" She shot back.


"You may be older but you're certainly none the wiser!"


"Oh yeah? Then how would a Hunter know what I'm going through right now, huh?"


"You forget, kiddo: Luke meant as much to me as Percy does to you!"


Silence. The other demigods awkwardly shuffled away until it was only the two of them left.


Thalia's eyes darted downwards as she spoke.


"I became a Hunter because I didn't want the Great Prophecy to be mine. I changed the future so that I wouldn't have to face Luke. You know that. If I had to be the one to go up against him," Her hands fisted, electric blue eyes staring intently at the other girl as she whispered: "I'm not sure I'd be able to get the job done."


Annabeth sighed heavily and plopped herself onto the concrete sidewalk.


"I'm so sorry, Thals. What I said was out of line. It's just..." She took a shaky breath before laughing thickly. "Damn, I'm pretty messed up.


"I know I shouldn't be thinking about this right now." She added hastily. "I mean, there's a freaking war going on; what the hell am I doing, worrying about meaningless things like love at a time like this?"


"Love isn't meaningless." Thalia said softly, moving to sit beside her best friend.


"Yeah, but I can't help but think. I mean, what if… What if he doesn't feel the same way?"


For a moment, the daughter of Zeus just stared. When you were a demigod, you had to either force yourself to grow up quickly, or get yourself killed. Because of that, she sometimes forgot that Annabeth was a sixteen-year-old girl and that, on top of dealing with the usual demigod stuff, she had all the problems a normal sixteen-year-old girl would have.


"Look, kiddo," Thalia began. "Percy's lucky to have you beside him – as his second-in-command, as his best friend, as something more, whatever. You're a smart, beautiful, independent girl. Not to mention a kickass demigod." Annabeth flinched, and Thalia had to wonder what she said wrong.


"That's just it, Thals."


"…I'm sorry, what?"


Annabeth stared at a crack in the pavement. "Tell me: what do you do when you're faced with a problem?"


"Fix it." The other girl answered hesitantly. She still didn't see where Annabeth was going with this.


Annabeth nodded. "Correct. So, if I weren't pretty enough, and I mean this hypothetically," She emphasized when she saw the Hunter open her mouth to retort. "Then I could put some more effort in fixing my appearance. Similarly, if I lacked power, I could train and work hard until I'm strong enough.


"But," The daughter of Athena let out a hollow laugh. "Being a demigod? I can't change that, no matter how hard I try."


Oh. It made sense now. "Annabeth…"


The blonde bitterly scuffed her sneakers against the asphalt. "If he wants a mortal, then I can't do anything about that, can I?"


Thalia pulled her best friend close, letting the other girl's head rest on her shoulder. She heard the daughter of Athena sniffle, but chose not to say anything. A few seconds later, Annabeth spoke up again.


"I think… I think I'm in love with him." The blonde's throat was closing up, and her voice was barely above a whisper. When she looked up at the Hunter, her eyes were red and puffy. "And I'm scared… I'm afraid of getting hurt like you did."


They remained that way for a moment, with Thalia staring out into the distance, trying to find something to say. She couldn't exactly tell Annabeth that Percy didn't like Rachel. (To be honest, she had no idea what her cousin felt for the mortal redhead.) Still, she couldn't leave her in this state, especially with the war going on. Despite her stubborn will to lock her feelings away, Annabeth was still obviously hurting, and Thalia was worried it would impair the blonde's judgement. She could get hurt (the Hunter refused to think about 'or worse'), and what would happen to her? And, oh gods, what would happen to Percy? So, no, Thalia couldn't leave things open-ended like this.


If she couldn't honestly speak about Percy's feelings for Rachel, then the daughter of Zeus would speak about something that she was absolutely sure of: Percy's feelings for Annabeth.


"Do you remember the solstice about two years ago, when I became a Hunter?" She began, choosing her words carefully. Beside her, Annabeth nodded. "Percy thought you were going to be one, too. I saw his face, Ann. He looked so scared, like he was about to lose his whole world."


"He was probably just sad that he was losing his friend." The daughter of Athena justified glumly. "Any boy would feel the same way."


Thalia lips twitched upwards. "Should you really be thinking of Percy as just 'any boy'? Not many boys would trek across the country to save you, you know. Not many boys would be willing to hold up the sky for you, either. Heck, as far as I know, Kelp Face is the only one stupid and loyal enough to do both." She sent the blonde a sideways glance. "And he did both of those things for you. Just you."


Annabeth couldn't help but smile fondly, her cheeks coloring slightly. Thalia did have a point there.


"Kiddo," The daughter of Zeus continued. "Just because I… didn't get my happy ending, doesn't mean you won't get yours, alright? Percy's a good guy, and he obviously cares about you." And he won't ever let you down.


It was silent for a moment, and Annabeth hesitantly said: "Do you really think so?"


Thalia scoffed, turning to give her a look. "Please. That boy cares about you so much, it's ridiculous." Annabeth giggled and gave the older demigod (to her, Thalia would always be the older one) a hug.


"Thank you." The blonde whispered. When she pulled away, she added in a normal voice: "You know, I don't think I've ever had a heart-to-heart like this with you. Not even when we were on the run."


The daughter of Zeus chuckled. "Well, I couldn't exactly talk about boys to a seven-year-old, could I?"


Annabeth laughed as well. The two of them stood up and continued on their way back to the Plaza.


"Hey, Annabeth," Thalia said moments later, stopping in her tracks. Annabeth turned around.


"Yeah?"


Thalia's electric blue eyes were looking at her intently as she said: "Promise me you won't give up. On anything. Okay?"


The daughter of Athena smiled and nodded. "Okay."
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Summary


Finding out you're in love wasn't exactly the kind of revelation you'd want to have in the middle of a freaking war. Annabeth's heart disagrees.


Notes


Another TLO scene expansion (like Five Seconds). This one takes place in Chapter 11: We Break A Bridge. I always loved this scene, 'cause it's just so Percy to blurt out "Can I have a kiss for luck?" Oh, Percy. You know we love you, but getting a kiss from Annabeth in Mount Saint Helens and one from Rachel before attacking the Princess Andromeda doesn't make it a tradition. Even if they both said good luck.


"Percy, let me come with you." Annabeth said. No way was she going to let him face a whole army on his own.


"Too dangerous." Percy told her. She was about to protest ('Too dangerous, my ass, Jackson.') when he added: "Besides, I need you to help Michael coordinate the defensive line. I'll distract the monsters. You group up here. Move the sleeping mortals out of the way. Then you can start picking off monsters while I keep them focused on me. If anybody can do all that, you can."


Michael snorted. "Thanks a lot."


Annabeth smiled a bit, and then shook her head. Giddy feelings had no place in a war, dammit. It wouldn't do if the Greeks' second-in-command was too busy staring at their commander instead of coordinating attacks. The daughter of Athena nodded at Percy reluctantly, her mind already whirring with battle strategies that would maximize their troops and help him as much as possible.


"All right. Get moving."


She was expecting him to leave the moment she gave him the 'go' signal, so when he spoke up again, it shocked her... admittedly in more ways than one.


"Don't I get a kiss for luck? It's kind of a tradition, right?"


Annabeth wanted to punch him. Of all the things he could have–- What the Hades was he thinking, playing around at a time like this? Normally, she would've been amused that he was kindasortamaybe flirting with her, but now? They were fighting in a war, for crying out loud! He was the hero of the prophecy, the freaking savior of the Western civilization – heck, of the world even! He could die at anytime. And then she would be alone again and ohgods Percy would be dead and she wouldn't be able to tell him her stupid feelings—


Her thoughts stopped dead as realization hit her like a ton of bricks. Di immortales.


She was in love with Percy Jackson.


This has got to score a perfect hundred on the craptastic timing scale.


The more she thought about it, though, the more it made sense. The weird fluttering in her stomach whenever he's around, the warmth in her cheeks at the sight of his lopsided smile, the stupid want to ruffle his already mussed-up hair, and the constant urge to wring his neck and kiss him at the same time. No doubt about it; she was head over heels in love with Percy Jackson – dorky, self-sacrificing, seaweed-brained son of Poseidon – and there was nothing she could do to change that.


And now, that boy had the fate of the world in his hands.


Talk about an inconvenience.


She didn't dare look at him, afraid that she'd do something stupid (like reveal her feelings and distract him from saving the world). Instead, she took out her knife and said:


"Come back alive, Seaweed Brain. Then we'll see."


Percy did some kind of one-shoulder shrug, figuring that that was the best offer he would get, and took off to face the army headed their way. Annabeth watched him for a few more moments before turning back to Michael.


"Alright. We have to move quickly. Invulnerable or not, Percy needs all the help he can get."


Percy was going to come back alive. She was going to make sure of that. He was going to make it through this war and save the whole Western civilization. And once all the fighting was done, she was going to kiss the living daylights out of him and then they'd become a couple and build something permanent, like she'd always wanted.


Athena always has a plan, after all.
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Summary


The next time Percy met Annabeth after the summer of the Battle of the Labyrinth was during his mother's wedding. What on earth was he going to say? OneShot


Sally and Paul's wedding happened two weeks before Percy's sixteenth birthday. Needless to say, the demigod was a bundle of nerves, even more so than usual. Well, in his defense, he was only two weeks away from deciding the fate of mankind. That would be enough to drive anyone to anxiety, but that wasn't what got him so nervous.


Today, for the first time in over a year, he was going to see Annabeth.


Don't get him wrong; he liked Annabeth (more than friends should, honestly), but ever since that last day of summer after the Labyrinth quest, things just weren't the same. Usually, after camp was over for the summer, they'd IM each other and talk to each other as much as they could, sometimes even pulling all-nighters. This year, though, nothing. Nada. Not even a short 'hello' or 'hope you haven't been killed yet, Seaweed Brain/Wise Girl'.


Percy admitted that it was partly his fault. After all, he didn't make an effort to contact her, either. He always had an excuse handy: she was probably busy (though that never stopped them before) or she might be spending time with her dad (when in reality, she's holed up in her room, making plans and avoiding her step-mother). It was just one excuse after another. Though, if he were to be completely honest with himself, the son of Poseidon was just running away, because there was one thought that kept popping into his head and scaring the living daylights out of him.


She doesn't want to talk to me.


And she probably didn't. Not after he forced the last line of the prophecy out of her like that, not after he painfully reminded her of Luke's betrayal, and most certainly not after their goodbye – if you could even call it that – last summer. (She didn't even look back.)


Add 'I-think-I'm-losing-my-best-girl-friend' to his ever-growing list of problems, and poof! You get the messed-up life of one Percy Jackson.


Seriously, he didn't need this drama right now.


Of course, it didn't exactly help that his mom invited Annabeth to the wedding.


Percy reached up to tug on his dark blue tie, before his mother swatted his hand away. Sally looked at him pointedly.


"Percy, honey, I know you're ADHD and all, but can you please not mess with your clothes?"


"Sorry, mom." He muttered, putting down his hand and drumming his fingers on his pants. Sally rolled her eyes, but chose to say nothing and left. Percy, on the other hand, was trying to psych himself up.


Come on, Jackson. You can do this.


For a minute there, it sounded like he was the one getting married.


The son of the Sea God thought he could handle seeing her again. I mean, this was Annabeth they were talking about. This was the same girl he's known since he was twelve. He's had near-death experiences with her too many times to count. He held up the sky for her, and he argued with her just for the heck of it. They were best friends, for gods' sakes! A fight was not going to get between them... right?


Right. Percy assured himself.


By the time he walked down the aisle as one of the groomsmen, he was feeling much better. The fact that he still hasn't seen Annabeth both helped and frazzled his nerves, but he was trying not to think about it... Oh, nevermind. As if that'll happen.


Where was she, anyway?


He knew Annabeth would come. He remembered her calling his mom to tell her that she would. (He also remembered feeling jealous. How come she talked to his mom but not him?) So why wasn't she here yet? He doubted it was a monster. (Ever since last year, monster attacks dropped to almost zero. Percy could only guess it was because the monsters were rallying and planning a big attack.) That left the option that she was running late.


But when Sally began walking down the aisle as the wedding march played and there was still no sign of Annabeth, a small part of Percy – coward that he was – felt relieved. Maybe he wouldn't have to do this confrontation yet after all-


The church doors opened, and off to the side, he heard Nico mutter: "Isn't it a bit too early for objections?"


If Percy had been thinking straight, he would've whacked him on the head.


Annabeth, who had been the one to open the double doors, blushed as she felt everyone's eyes on her. "Sorry!" She then sat down at the back of the bride's side, ducking her head in embarrassment. Eventually, the ceremony continued and everyone's gaze returned to the bride and groom. All except for one.


From the moment the daughter of Athena entered the church, Percy couldn't take his eyes off of her. She'd worn a formal dress the same shade as her eyes. Her princess curls were down for once and hung past her shoulders. He had always thought she was cute, but now, she was starting to be seriously beautiful.


He didn't know how long he stared at her. He just knew that if his heart didn't stop doing relay races, he was going to have a seizure. Before he knew it, though, the wedding had passed and was about to finish. Percy had already sat through the wedding rehearsal many times before, so he felt slightly less guilty about not tuning in.


He heard cheering around him. The ceremony was over, and Sally and Paul were kissing. Percy clapped his hands and cheered as well, happy for his mom and his new step-dad. A few minutes later, they were already at the reception, with the newlyweds dancing, shoving cake into each other's faces, and overall having a great time.


And since Sally's father had already passed away, the father-daughter dance was modified a bit. You could say it was reversed; instead of Sally's father dancing with her, it was her son. They had begun a little while ago, with Percy nearly tripping on thin air. Upon that little mishap, Sally had shook her head, muttering: "It's a wonder how you're so good at fighting, but can't dance to save your life." Her son just smiled sheepishly and took her hands.


"I'm so happy for you, mom." He said as they sort of danced. His mom had stood by him the whole time. If anyone deserved happiness, it was her. Even if it had to be during this whole 'Kronos-is-trying-to-take-over-the-world' fiasco and the Western Civilization could very well end in two weeks.


Sally pulled him close into a hug. "Thank you, Percy. And don't worry, baby. You'll get to experience this someday, too."


If I live that long, Percy thought dryly.


"May I cut in, Mrs. Blofis?" A voice behind him asked once the song was over. Pulling away, Percy turned around and sucked in a breath.


She was even more beautiful up close. Maybe it was because he'd never seen her like this before, or maybe it was because he hadn't seen her in a long time. Either way, the son of Poseidon didn't really care. He could see the faint traces of makeup on her lips and cheeks, and her dress fit her perfectly. She didn't wear heels, thank the gods. At least that made them the same height. All in all, she looked like a million drachmas.


Sally smiled. "Of course, Annabeth." The newlywed then left to go look for her husband, leaving the two teens alone.


Annabeth smiled slightly. "Hey, you."


"Uh, hey." Percy replied, shifting uncomfortably. They were silent for a while, until she pointedly raised an eyebrow and held out her arms.


"Well? Are we just going to stand here or are we gonna dance?"


"R-Right!" She rolled her eyes at him, but remained silent. He placed his hands on her waist, while she placed hers on his shoulders. The son of Poseidon didn't trust his two left feet – the last thing he needed to do was step all over her toes, after all – so they just swayed from side to side.


It wasn't long before the small talk came. She spoke up first.


"Sorry I haven't been in touch. I've been busy with some... stuff, so I couldn't find the time to IM you." He wasn't sure if that lie was for his sake or hers. They used to make time for each other, dammit. "How have you been?"


He shrugged. "Okay, I guess. I've been spending some time with Rachel." When he mentioned the other girl's name, Annabeth immediately stiffened like a board.


"Oh. That's... nice." She replied tersely. Percy mentally cursed. Why the Hades did he mention Rachel at a time like this?


The air around them was awkward, even more so than during their first dance at Westover Hall. Finally, when Percy couldn't handle it, he blurted out: "Annabeth, I'm sor-"


"Percy, don't." She said, cutting him off. "There's nothing to be sorry for." Her tone was sad, wistful, but most of all, tired, like she'd been trying to deal with the same problem for a really long time. In that instant, he knew the conversation had shifted to something bigger than Rachel Elizabeth Dare.


The time for small talk is over, Jackson. You better do something.


Percy chose his words slowly. This was his chance to fix whatever happened between them last summer.


"Still..." Here goes nothing.'"I shouldn't have put you on the spotlight like I did. It wasn't fair of me to do that."


"It's fine."


"And I didn't think the last line went like that," He was rambling now, words spilling out of his mouth like crazy "Because if I knew it had been about Luke I would've-"


"Percy, I already told you I don't know who the last line was talking about! It could've been you for all I-"


They stopped swaying, eyes wide and faces slightly red as the gravity of her words hit them. Percy would bet a million drachmas that she was cursing in her head right now if he wasn't disoriented himself.


What...? Did I just hear that correctly?


Before he could ask, Annabeth sighed.


"Look. Can we just... forget what happened? All of it?"


He wanted to tell her no. Because forgetting about a problem didn't necessarily mean fixing it. And Percy wanted to fix things. He wanted to fix them and this haphazard thing they called their relationship. He wanted to know where they stood; were they still best friends or had he royally screwed that up last summer or-


"Please, Percy?"


Then he realized it didn't matter. Because it was obvious they just both wanted things to go back to normal, that they just wanted to be the Seaweed Brain and Wise Girl they were before all this drama. She was obviously trying to bury the hatchet, and who was he to go against that? Besides, even though he didn't know what kind of relationship they had anymore, they still had something there. So, instead of going with his earlier plan, he just nodded.


Annabeth smiled at him gratefully.


"Thank you." She whispered, resting her cheek on his shoulder. He heard her let out a small, content sigh. "You know, this feels sort of nice. You better not ruin this moment, Seaweed Brain."


Percy couldn't help but laugh, pulling her deeper into his embrace. "Wouldn't dream of it, Wise Girl."


"I missed you, you know."


"I bet you did." He said cheekily. Though, he probably wouldn't have done that had he remembered how hard she could kick. It would've saved his shin a ton of pain.


"Ow!"


"That's what you get for being a smartass." He heard her mutter.


Across the dance floor, Sally Blofis smiled – partly amused, but wholly happy – as her son and his friend swayed slowly from side to side, blissfully unaware of the many eyes staring at them. Tonight, there was another couple who had devoted themselves body and soul to each other. It might not have been official, and they might not just know it yet, either, but Sally was sure those two had just built something permanent. Call it a mother's intuition.


And what do you know? She was right.




(Oh, these times are hard; yeah, they're making us crazy.
But w ith a little bit of love, it'll be alright.)
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Summary


She's done some pretty epic things to save his life, but this probably took the cake. 'Acting girly? You've got to be kidding me.'


It was just another normal day for Annabeth Chase. Wake up, take a shower, survive high school. Simple enough, right?


After the Great Titan War, a sense of relative normalcy passed over demigods, especially those who fought in the Battle of Manhattan. Maybe now, they could live a normal life...


"Well if it isn't Little Miss Perfect."


...On second thought, maybe not.


Turning around, Annabeth was met face to face with Cassandra Linton – the resident queen beetch.


(Hah. Beetch. Bee + Bitch. Wordplay was so fun-)


She shook her head. ADHD or not, that shouldn't belong in her thoughts. She's been spending way too much time with a certain son of Poseidon. Annabeth turned her attention back to the girl in front of her.


"Hello Cassandra. Did you need anything?" She said, smiling tightly. Just when she thought she could go one day – one day – without seeing the popular girl, Cassandra had to prove her wrong by showing her face at the end of the day. Honestly, after all Annabeth did in the war – defeating monsters, coordinating attacks, making sure their Seaweed Brain of a leader didn't die on them – couldn't she get a break?


Cassandra's high heels clicked against the floor as she made her way towards Annabeth, her long wavy copper hair (obviously dyed) swishing behind her like a runway model's. The queen bee stopped directly in front of the blonde, trying to look menacing. Annabeth tried to hide her amused smile; Cassandra Linton couldn't intimidate her even if she turned into a twenty-foot-tall Hydra.


"You better stay away from my boyfriend, bitch." She spat out. Annabeth blinked.


"...Excuse me?"


What lie was she going about now? Annabeth didn't even know which guy was Cassandra's "flavor of the week", neither did she care.


"I'm talking about David!" Who? "He's way out of your league, Annie, so stop trying to steal him."


Annabeth vaguely remembered a David bothering her while she was trying to read during lunch. She glared at Cassandra. He talked to her, not the other way around.


"You're just jealous, Queenie." A voice muttered. It was Lisa, Annabeth's mortal friend, and possibly one of the only sane students in the whole campus. She pushed through the crowd that was beginning to form – were they that interesting to watch? - and moved to stand by Annabeth's side.


"Me? Jealous? Of her?" Cassandra scoffed. She spat out the last word like it was a disease. Lisa shrugged.


"Why not? I mean, ever since Annabeth entered this school last fall, a lot of your fans jumped ship and moved on to admiring Annabeth." She smiled. "I can't blame them, though. She has looks and brains-"


"-While you barely have either." Annabeth muttered impulsively. And not too quietly, either.


Many of the students snickered as Cassandra turned an interesting shade of purple.


"Burn, Linton!" One of the spectators shouted. The brunette snarled at Annabeth.


"You think you're better than me? Please. I'll show you who's queen around here." Cassandra strode purposefully towards the blonde. She lashed her hand out and tried to slap the demigod. Without batting an eyelash, Annabeth deftly caught the other girl's hand. She narrowed her eyes at Cassandra.


"Honey, I know I'm better than you." She growled, slightly tightening her hold around other girl's wrist. Cassandra's eyes widened.


Annabeth has had it with these annoying accusations. It's been going on that way since she first came to this school. Cassandra had a new excuse to insult her everyday, and she was getting sick of it. She pulled the other girl closer, glaring at her threateningly. "And if it wasn't a waste of my time, I would've deflated your huge ego the first day I got here. So for your sake and for your status, Cassie, don't give me the chance to show you up in front of your adoring fans."


Annabeth let go of the Cassandra's wrist and went to her locker, leaving the school's queen bee cradling her hand. Lisa trailed right behind her, snickering when she heard Cassandra complain about breaking a nail.


"Have I ever told you how much I hate queens?" The demigod asked her friend. Lisa laughed.


"Only every time we bump into Cassandra. I never understood why you say 'queens', though. I mean, it's not like there could be anyone worse than our Queenie."


'Oh trust me. There is.' Annabeth thought. She couldn't exactly tell Lisa that Hera, the Olympian queen of the gods, hates her and curses her with demon cows. Being the only demigod in her campus (She checked. She didn't want to suddenly be charmspoken by Cassandra, after all) meant that everyone would think she was insane. It was hard enough to explain the hellhound incident a few months ago.


A few minutes later, Annabeth finished fixing her things. She closed her locker and headed for the exit. Together, she and Lisa left the building. The walk was silent until Lisa squealed.


"Oh. My. God! Annabeth! Hottie at ten o'clock. And he's looking right at you!"


The blond demigod sighed, not even bothering to look in that direction. Even though her friend was a total bookworm, that didn't stop her from being boy-crazy. She sometimes wondered how they became friends.


"Lisa, I already told you; I'm not interested."


"But-! He's so gorgeous, Annabeth!" Annabeth gave her friend a look that clearly said: "Shut up." Lisa didn't seem to notice and continued. "Ugh. Now Cassandra's flirting with him. The little bitch."


Annabeth rolled her eyes. "As if I care what she's doing."


"First she chews you out for apparently 'going after' her guy, and now she's flirting with someone else. She can be such a- OH MY GOD ANNABETH!" The demigod jumped out of her skin at her friend's outburst.


"What! What's wrong? Is anybody hurt?"


"He's still staring at you! He must really like you~~"


Annabeth blinked. 'That's it? You've got to be kidding me.' The blond girl groaned and whipped around to face her friend.


"Lisa, for the last time, I am not..." She trailed off as she glanced over her shoulder and spotted the boy her friend was talking about a few feet away. Tall, with an athletic build that could be recognized as a swimmer's body even from all the way here, and a mop of jet black hair. He was leaning on his sleek black car. Cassandra (and Annabeth mentally wretched at her name) was flirting – or at least trying to – with the boy, and he looked about ready to run for the hills. His gaze caught Annabeth's, and he mouthed: "Help me!" Even from far away, Annabeth knew those eyes were the color of the ocean.


'Dear Gods, that idiot.'


"Annabeth? What are you- Wait! Where are you going!" Lisa exclaimed as she followed the blond. Annabeth, on the other hand, was already striding towards the boy and Cassandra, her pace picking up with every step.


"Annabeth! Stop! You don't want to come across as too strong!" Ignoring her friend's outburst, Annabeth stopped about five feet in front of the car, looking on as Cassandra shamelessly tried to 'woo' the boy.


"Oh you've got to be kidding me." The daughter of Athena muttered.


She vaguely heard Lisa catch up, moving to stand beside Annabeth as she continued watching the scene in front of her. The boy was still resisting the queen bee's advances, and when he saw the blond a few feet away, his face lit up like a Christmas tree.


"Annabeth!" He had said. Cassandra turned to glare at said girl before turning back to her victim.


"Oh honey, why do you need her when you have everything you want right in front of you?" She moved even closer to the boy as she asked this. His sea-green eyes looked at Annabeth, begging her to save him from this monster- Well, no. It was really just a mortal. But that wasn't the point. The point was the boy looked – much to Annabeth's amusement and slight irritation – like he'd rather face Kronos right now...


(But he already did that, so there's no point in doing it again.)


...Back to the point. She supposed she could lend him a hand, because, well, she owed it to him to be helpful once in a while. It's just... there was only one way to make Cassandra back off. And if he wasn't worth the trouble, Annabeth knew she would never do it in her life.


"I can't believe I'm doing this." She muttered, before taking a deep breath and doing the most atrocious thing she's ever have to do.


That's right. She had to act. Not only that, she had to act girly.


"Baby!" Annabeth shrieked gleefully before jumping and tackling the black-haired boy into a hug. The blond daughter of Athena internally cringed as literally everyone in within a ten-foot radius gawked at the uncharacteristic outburst. Even the boy in front of her looked shocked as he slowly wrapped his arms around her.


"'Beth...?" He said. She clung closer to his neck and placed her lips near his ear.


"Play along, Seaweed Brain." She hissed. She then let go of him and turned to Cassandra, smiling when she saw her enemy with her jaw slack. Annabeth cocked her head to the side innocently.


"Something wrong, Cassie?" The girl in question just stood there, shakily pointing out a finger.


"You-You... what did you call him?"


"Baby. Why? Isn't that what couples normally do? Give pet names?"


"COUPLES! YOU TWO ARE TOGETHER!" Annabeth was about to reply, when Percy beat her to it. The son of Poseidon wrapped his arms around her and grinned.


"Yup! Together and going strong. Right, babe?" He pecked her on the cheek and Annabeth giggled girlishly to make it more convincing. They didn't bother to check the spectator's faces; they were too busy putting up an act. Neither demigod missed the glint in each other's eyes, though. It seemed they were having a little too much fun messing with Cassandra.


Speaking of the brunette, she was currently opening and closing her mouth, like she was thinking of what to say. Finally, she just settled on: "Wha- Unbelievable."


Percy smirked, nuzzling Annabeth's hair. "I know right? Looks and brains; how did I ever get so lucky?"


Both Annabeth and Cassandra flushed red, the former because she was flattered, and the latter because she was pissed. Annabeth smiled. She had to hand it to Percy; he could be a pretty good actor when he wanted to be.


Finally, Cassandra couldn't take it and growled.


"This isn't over, Chase!" She then went away, shoving through the crowd that had formed.


Immediately after the popular brunette left, Percy and Annabeth dropped the act. The change was so drastic that Lisa had to rub her eyes and blink a couple of times to make sure her vision wasn't playing tricks with her.


Percy turned to face Annabeth and began thanking her over and over again.


"Thank you thank you thank you, Wise Girl! I totally owe you one." He then lifted her up, pulling her into a bear hug. "Oh Gods, I love you."


"Seaweed Brain- let go...Can't... breathe..!" She managed to say. Her face was slowly turning blue. Percy gently put her down and smiled sheepishly.


"Sorry. But I do appreciate you coming to the rescue." Annabeth scoffed, but gave him a teasing smile.


"Yeah, well next time, I am not going to bail you out. I don't care how much you beg, Jackson." It was then that the blonde noticed Lisa's confused face. "Oh, sorry. Seaweed Brain, this is Lisa, the girl I told you about. Lisa, this is Percy Jackson."


Lisa felt her face redden as this Percy Jackson guy gave her a grin. She wasn't lying a while ago when she said he was gorgeous.


"Hey Lisa, how's it goin'?"


"H-Hey..." She replied timidly. He gave her one last smile before turning towards Annabeth.


"So Seaweed Brain, what are you really doing here, anyway?" The blonde asked. Percy shrugged.


"Chiron wants us at Camp this weekend. Says he needs help with the new kids. I knew you didn't have anything planned after school today, so I thought I'd come get you and we can go to Camp."


"Oh, cool. Any new Athena campers?"


"Grover said something about a little Athena girl. Anyway, your stuff is in the back; I asked my mom to pack for you."


Annabeth raised an eyebrow. "You're actually thinking ahead, Seaweed Brain? I'm amazed."


"Hey! That was a low blow, Wise Girl. My head isn't full of kelp all the time, you know."


As this was happening, Lisa's head went back and forth between the two, watching them banter like a tennis match. Her eyebrows furrowed.


"Wait. I'm lost. What just happened?" And what the heck was with the nicknames? Annabeth looked at her confused face and laughed.


"Lisa, that whole thing with Cassandra was just an act to make her leave. I've had enough of her to last the weekend, thank you. Did you honestly think Percy and I really act that way?"


"Could've fooled me." Lisa muttered under her breath. It was almost scary how those two looked so comfortable with each other, even when they were pretending a while ago. Lisa actually wouldn't be surprised if she found them running for their lives together in some giant labyrinthine maze.


"Besides, Percy here didn't even do anything to stop her." Annabeth continued, narrowing her eyes at him.


"What? Like slowly move away? I tried, Wise Girl. She just can't take a hint."


"Well, you could've at least shot her down. But nooo, I had to make her go away." She scoffed


"Is that a bit of jealousy I detect, Annabeth Chase?" Percy teased.


Annabeth glared at him menacingly. "Jackson, keep this up, and I swear I'll convince Chiron to make you handle Archery."


"Ouch. That's just harsh, Wise Girl."


"I did say I wasn't going to make things easy for you, didn't I?" She retorted, grinning slyly. "Anyway, let's get going, Seaweed Brain. We'll have to leave now if we want to reach Long Island by nightfall. See you next Monday, Lisa." With that said, she moved towards the passenger's side and opened the door.


"Alright. It was nice meeting you, Lisa." He said, smiling. Lisa could only nod. It was all a bit too much to take in right now. If she got it right, she just met Annabeth's best friend, and that whole boyfriend-girlfriend thing a while ago was just an act.


Before he got in the car, Percy snapped his fingers, as if just remembering something.


"Oh, and one more thing." He grabbed Annabeth's hand, spun her around, and pressed his lips onto hers. Lisa's jaw dropped. Her eyes bulged out soon after when Annabeth –Annabeth Chase, her forever 'not-interested' friend – tilted her head and kissed back. At this point, many of the students were openly staring and wondering where the Annabeth they knew went.


They eventually parted, a little out of breath, and Percy smirked. "Happy birthday, Wise Girl."


Annabeth rolled her eyes, but she was unable to keep the smile and blush from her face. Once she saw Lisa, though, she frowned.


"What?" She asked hotly. The other girl just stood there, jaw hanging in the air. "Okay, so I may have forgotten to mention that today was my birthday. So what?"


"Annabeth!" The girl in question cringed, and then laughed guiltily.


"Ahahaha... Did I also forget to tell you that Percy's really my boyfriend?"


Well, so much for Lisa thinking she got it right.
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It was all the time he had to spare. But it made all the difference. Takes place during Chapter 19 We Trash the Eternal City of The Last Olympian, where Annabeth nearly falls of Olympus.


Annabeth wasn't usually bothered by heights, but given that she was about to fall roughly six hundred floors above ground, she figured she had enough reason to scream her lungs out. So she did.


"Percy!"


She closed her eyes shut, stretching her uninjured arm out towards her best friend. Only one thought was running through her mind.


Don't leave me hanging, Seaweed Brain.


He didn't. Percy caught her hand in time, just as the floor beneath her disappeared. Her feet dangled in the air, gods knew how many thousand feet off the ground. She let out a small yelp as she slid an inch closer to her death.


Percy cursed. Annebeth's hand was beginning to slip. Her eyes were wide and she almost looked fearful. She probably thought she was going to die. The son of Poseidon gritted his teeth.


No way. There was no way he was going to lose her now. Not after all they've been through, most especially not when he owed her, and needed her by his side.


Percy felt Grover and Thalia grab his legs, pulling both of them back up. He firmly gripped Annabeth's hand. He was not going to let go. Annabeth was not going to fall.


Gaining an extra burst of strength, and with the help of Grover and Thalia, he finally managed to pull her up. For a brief moment they lay there, his back against the pavement and her head on his chest. Annabeth's arms clung tightly around his neck, while he had one arm on the back of her head and the other on small of her back. They were both breathing heavily, but Percy could think of one thing and one thing only.


She's safe.


He knew they had to get up and keep moving; the pavement was still crumbling, after all. But he wanted to savor this – a small stolen moment from the war. With just him and his Wise Girl.


They stayed that way for one second. Two seconds.


Three.


Four.


Five.


...That was all the time he could spare. Percy reluctantly shifted his arms, loosening his hold on her. Annabeth tensed, suddenly aware of their position. She pushed herself up onto one arm and muttered.


"Um, thanks."


Percy could have told her then. He could've made up something cool and suave or even just said 'Don't mention it.'. Instead, staying true to his ADHD, he went with the first thing that came into mind.


"Uh duh."


Smooth, Jackson. Real smooth.


"Keep moving!" Grover exclaimed, tugging on his shoulder. They got up, untangling their legs, and together, the four of them sprinted across the bridge as it steadily fell apart. As they did, Percy risked a glance at the blonde demigod beside him. The one who, despite who the enemy was, still stood by his side. Annabeth.


He desperately wanted to tell her. Tell her that she was the best friend that he could ever ask for, that he didn't care that their parents were sworn enemies, that he kindasortamaybeprobably loves her. But now was not the time.


Right now, he still had to fight.


And he'll keep on fighting. Because once this war was over, he would be able to hold her in his arms all he wanted.


And as he faced Kronos in the throne room only minutes later, that was the only thought that kept him going.
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They craved contact sometimes. Just a small touch to remind themselves that the other was still there; a slight brush of skin to let the other person know that they were alive and most importantly, they were together. Oneshot.


Notes


Written for #45: Need on the PJO YAlit100 Challenge on LJ.




You are the light that's leading me
To the place where I'll find peace again.
– Lifehouse


Annabeth had her hand in his pants again.


Okay, so maybe her hand wasn't in his pants so much as it was on them, resting on the side of his thigh while her fingers drummed lightly against the fabric of his jeans. The arm attached to said hand was wrapped loosely around Percy's waist, pulling their sides close together. Meanwhile, Percy had casually draped his own arm across her shoulders. His hand was cupping her upper arm, giving it a light squeeze every now and then.


Ever since they had gotten out of Tartarus and the Giant War had been won, the two of them would always somehow end up like this: arms wound around each other and barely a hair's width apart. It didn't matter what they were doing, whether they were teaching a weapons training class or just sitting down at the Camp's beach and staring at the sea like they were doing now. They just craved contact sometimes. Just a small touch to remind themselves that the other was still there; a slight brush of skin to let the other person know that they were alive and, most importantly, they were together.


And whenever they would end up in this position, Annabeth would always, always find a way to anchor herself to him in some form. Sometimes, her thumb would be hooked in one of his belt loops; other times, the tips of her fingers would slip under the hem of his T-shirt and stroke the tan, scarred skin underneath. Still others, on those days when memories of Tartarus took hold of her and the shaking in her hands wouldn't stop, her palm would be pressed flat against the small of his back, right where his Achilles' Spot used to be.


Not that Percy was any better. If anything, he was just as bad, or worse, even. More often than not, he would be the first between the two of them to reach out and pull her closer until she was flush against him. His hand would then wind itself around her while his fingers either slipped halfway into the front pocket of her shorts or curled intimately at the hollow of her hip.


They both knew they were getting clingy, for a lack of a better term, but simply holding hands didn't cut it for them anymore. The campers had given them a lot of grief for it at first, teasing them for being even more attached at the hip than they had been before.


And then the first panic attack had happened.


One night a few days after the war ended, the entire Camp Half-Blood had been jolted awake by bloodcurdling screams. At first, everyone had thought the Camp was under attack, but they soon realized it was coming from the Athena Cabin. Inside, all the Athena campers were awake, except for one. Annabeth had been thrashing about and sobbing in her sleep and, no matter what any of her siblings did, none of them could pull her out of her nightmare.


In the end, it had been Percy who managed to finally calm her down. Less than three minutes after Annabeth first started screaming, he had barged in, nearly ripping the door to the Athena Cabin off of its hinges and causing a noticeable dent on the doorknob. Without a word, he pulled Annabeth to him and cradled her in his arms, even as her arms and legs flailed about and hit him multiple times.


When she finally woke up, her thrashing had reduced to uncontrollable shaking, and she had laid her head on his chest and wrapped her arms around his torso. Percy had long told her siblings to go back to sleep by then. It was late, but he hadn't let go of her until she fell back into a tired but dreamless sleep.


Three days later, it had been Percy's turn.


Once again, the campers were abruptly woken up in the middle of the night. This time, though, instead of incoherent screams, they could clearly hear one word being yelled over and over. And instantly, everyone knew who had woken them up.


"Annabeth! ANNABETH!"


It had been terrifying to hear their brave, powerful leader calling out like that; the desperation and anguish in his voice had been downright unbearable. The campers had huddled outside their respective cabins in worry, feeling powerless to do anything. As such, they had witnessed when Annabeth burst out of her cabin, hair and sleeping clothes rumpled and feet still bare, and sprinted across the field towards the Poseidon cabin as if her life had depended on it.


Annabeth, on the other hand, had been cursing herself in her head on her way to Percy's cabin. It had taken a while for her to respond, much longer than Percy had gotten to her when she had been the one having an attack. In a stroke of bad luck, she had taken some sleeping pills that night in an attempt to have one full night of sleep. When the haze had let up and she heard Percy screaming, though, she was out of her bed like a bullet from a gun. (In the back of her mind, she made a mental note never to buy that brand again. It obviously wasn't strong enough if she could still wake up in the middle of the night.).


When she got to his cabin, Annabeth had needed to slap Percy a few times before he startled awake. She took one look at his searching, desperate eyes, and she knew. He had dreamt of the moment she almost died.


"I couldn't get to you in time." He had said, before breaking down into sobs.


After that incident (which nobody ever spoke of again), the campers had backed off on their teasing, realizing that whatever their two leaders were going through, it wasn't something they could take lightly. And after the third panic attack happened two days later (while they had been wide awake, no less), Chiron even allowed Annabeth to take up an officially-temporary-but-unofficially-permanent residence in the Poseidon cabin.


It had been eight months since the Giant War had ended, but the incidents had yet to let up.


Some days, it would be easy. One of them would get a minor attack and all they had to do was find the other one (if they weren't together already) and check up on them.


On days when it got really, really bad, though – on days when both of their visions went dark and they thought they were back in Tartarus, days when one or both of them completely lost it – they would find themselves in a secluded spot like the beach or his cabin. Their arms would wind tightly around each other, locked in a painful death grip. Percy would crush her to him, and Annabeth would be practically clawing at his back while they both waited for the shadows in their minds to disappear.


And when that was done, their holds would loosen but neither would let go. Annabeth would burrow her face into his neck and Percy would press his lips to her shoulder before doing the same. They would stay that way, just breathing each other in, drinking in the fact that they were still alive, that the person beside them – the one they loved above and beyond everything else – was still with them.


When they were finally sure that they could face the world again without falling apart at the seams – minutes or even hours later – they would slowly pull away. Percy would press a tender kiss to her forehead and Annabeth would do the same to the palm cradling the side of her face. Then they would either go back to whatever they were doing before, or just sit there for the rest of the day.


Today had been a really, really bad day.


Annabeth couldn't even remember what had started the attack or what she'd been doing before – Percy later told her she was at Ancient Greek class with her cabin and Malcolm had looked for him as soon as she started hyperventilating and gripping edge of the table, only to find the son of Poseidon in a similar state at the beach. It had been hours since Malcolm had dropped Annabeth off at the beach, but neither of them had any plans of getting up just yet.


"I didn't feel like I was wading through eternal, soul-sucking, life-sapping darkness this time," Percy spoke, breaking the silence that had been their companion for the past few hours. He looked at her from the corner of his eye. "Just the eternal, sense-numbing, fear-and-insanity-inducing kind. I think it's getting better."


Despite everything, she found it terribly amusing that he still had his dark sense of humor. If he could still be snarky about their situation, then that meant Tartarus hadn't changed him completely. But their light-hearted moment was short-lived as his expression became serious.


"Are you real?" He whispered, his eyes searching her face.


Annabeth swallowed. This was what she hated the most about the attacks: the questioning, the not knowing if things were actually happening or if it were all an illusion and they were actually still in that gods-awful pit. Percy experienced it more often than she did. She assumed it was because he had already lost his memory once, and coupled with the trauma of watching her almost die, she assumed he no longer trusted his mind as much as he used to.


She shifted until she was on her knees facing him.


"I'm real, Percy," she said, quietly, but firmly. Her hand grabbed his and placed it against her heart. "See? Still beating. You saved me. Though, it was stupid of you to tackle that manticore weaponless and hope for the best."


"I'd do it again if I had to." There was no doubt in his sentence, not even the slightest pause.


Her lips quirked up in the tiniest of smiles. "I know."


Percy looked at her earnestly.


"Love you." His voice was soft, but the conviction behind his words and in his eyes was more powerful than an oath sworn on the Styx. She squeezed the hand still resting over her heart.


"I know that too." She replied, before falling back to sit beside him once again and resting her head against his shoulder. They then returned to their original position, with her arm around his waist and his across her shoulders.


They weren't okay; not yet.


But they were getting there.
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Percy seduces Annabeth.


Notes
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Annabeth lay in her bed thinking. She thought about Percy. She thought about the lines of his face, the sound of his voice, and the way his body looked when he was fighting. But most of all, she couldn't stop thinking about his hands.


Chiron had given me a room on the second floor of the big house as my personal study. Book shelves lined the walls; smaller tables had been set up with piles of notes overflowing onto the floor.


In the corner of the room was a large desk with Daedalus's laptop still running.


I must have fallen asleep at some point. I had crossed my arms over my desk. Just closed my eyes for a moment. I awoke to the feeling of someone playing with my hair.


Percy. Percy was running his hand through my hair, lightly massaging my scalp.


"You pulling an all nighter again?"


I stood up feeling slightly uncomfortable. His hand sliding down my neck as I stood. "I been working since yesterday and I'm still no closer to working this out. I'm stuck." I said sounding very discouraged even to me.


I couldn't help but notice how much taller he was then me. Not only taller, but just bigger. He'd grow up. I jumped up onto the desk facing him, absentmindedly running my hand up and down my neck trying to work out a few kinks. He stepped closer to me.


"Annabeth, take a break. Come down to the beach with me."


I was a little Annoyed; I had so much to do. "I need to finish this. I don't have time for..." My breath caught in my throat as his hand rested on my leg, his thumb rubbing little circles there.


I just sat there stammering little protest. Him shushing me, his hand going farther up. He pushed himself between my legs and wrapped one arm around my waist. His fingers played across my lower back. It was like a million little shocks every time he touched me.


His other hand started unbuttoning my shirt. I half heartedly pushed both his hands away. He's very persistent; I got to give him that. I kept my hands gripped hard onto the desk.


He slid my shirt down my arms, his mouth sucking at the nape of my neck. So slowly, he kissed and licked from one shoulder, across my neck, and to my other shoulder. Screw hubris!


Oh Gods my neck is my flaw!


"What about now? You have some time for me now?" he asked while running his hands up and down my sides.


I put my arms around him going under his shirt. I could feel his muscles moving under his shirt. He pulled me against himself so quickly I couldn't help but let out a little yelp. I think it excited him more.


I wrapped my legs around his waist as he walked backwards till he fell onto the love seat with me landing in his lap.


He unhooked my bra and took my left nipple in his mouth. It was all I could do to keep from screaming. His hand started playing with my other breast. I couldn't stop moaning as he nibbled and pulled at my breast. My hands tangled in his hair I arched into his mouth.


He moved his mouth back to my neck. Surely I'd be covered with marks in the morning. I couldn't help but wonder if Percy was marking me as his.


His hand was running in between my legs pushing harder against me. I was lost in a world of pleasure, moaning at his hands and lips all over my body.


He put his hand down my pants and started rubbing me over my underwear. His fingers running over the hem. He pushed his hand into my panties, his fingers running over my opening.


If anyone had been walking down the hall of the big house, they would have heard me moaning like an idiot.


I was nibbling his neck as he slipped his finger into me. It shocked me and I bit his neck harder then I meant to drawing a little spot of blood. He jumped, but just pushed into me harder. "Oh Gods Percy, I'm sorry." I gasped. He kept up his pace and said with a bit of humor in his voice, "Really, you bit me?" "Hey, cut me some slack. I'm a little distracted."I stammered.


He just chuckled and pushed a second finger into me. He slid me off his lap and laid me down without ever taking his fingers out of me.


He licked down my neck still pumping into me. He licked his way down my body. His strong body hovering over me. His fingers curling around inside me. I couldn't stay still. I was writhing under him, moaning, pushing myself harder onto his fingers. I felt him pushing a third finger into me. It was almost too much. I had to hold his hand still for a moment. He started sucking my breast again while leaving his fingers still to let me adjust. The way he nibbled on my breast made me impale myself harder onto his fingers. It felt fucking wonderful, and I heard myself let out a mix between a moan and a gasp. I think the sound of my moan sent him over the edge. He roughly slammed his fingers so damn deep into me I almost couldn't take it. There was fire in my belly, I wouldn't last much longer. His head went between my legs. He took my clit into his mouth, sucking and swirling his tongue around it. I was mewing in delight.


"Pah-Percy! Please!" I gasped. He stopped sucking my clit to look up at me. He used his other hand to rub little circles over my clit along with his fingers moving faster and deeper inside me. "I know you're close I can feel it. What do you want me to do to you? Hmmm?"


All I could do was moan. He had taken my ability to speak a long time ago. He bit down on my breast and I felt myself let go. He slammed his fingers deep and held them there as I went tighter around him. I started to scream but he must have known it was coming. He shoved his tongue into my mouth muffling my screams.


He pulled his fingers out of me as I lay there panting. He kissed my neck, my eyes, and my mouth again. "See Annabeth, you have to make time for the important things." he smirked.


I laughed and sat up. "Thank you oh wise teacher. Now, take off your pants." As he was fighting with his fly, we heard a noise that sounded strangely like hooves. "Shit! That's got to be Chiron!" I said as I struggled with my clothes. We got our clothes back on and I flew back to my desk and opened my laptop just as the door opened.


Chiron walked in and looked from Percy to me and back again. "Ahh, am I interrupting something? I had a question about our upcoming quest." he said. Percy was sitting Legs crossed with a pillow on his lap. "Not at all Chiron! Let's go. As we left my study I looked back at Percy and mouthed words like "sorry" and "later". I'd have to make it up to him. Poor boy must have the worst case of blue balls.


Later that night I lay awake thinking about Percy. Well, Percy and his hands.


End Notes


Like "Fighting" this was a gift for a friend from a long time ago.
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Fighting can be foreplay right? Annabeth tries to fight Percy off.


Notes
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I was fighting with everything I had. Fighting harder then I had fought in a long time. No, I wasn't fighting monsters. I was fighting Percy.


As I plunged my sword towards Percy's stomach, He grabbed my arm and threw me to the ground. As I rolled over onto my stomach, I reached for my sword. I felt him grab my leg and pull me toward him. My fingers grazed the hilt of the sword. I kicked him hard. He let go of me for a split second. Just enough time for me to grab the sword. I moved into a kneeling position while swinging the sword toward him. He grabbed my wrist and twisted it disarming me. "Come on, you know I've won this." He taunted. I thrashed and bucked trying to get him off me. "I've already come up with three good battle strategies to beat you. You haven't won anything yet." I countered.


I tried to stand, but he pushed me backward slamming me into the ground. All the air went out of my chest quickly and painfully. He straddled me and trapped both of my wrists in his one hand. "Is this one of your mighty battle strategies?" he smirked. Damn.


He was leaning on my stomach, my wrists were in his hand, and his legs were on either side of me. I was working on a way to get out of this when he leaned towards my neck.


He kissed a trail from my ear down to my shoulder. "Percy…Don't". I murmured in protest. His free hand started tugging on my shirt. He was having a hard time unbuttoning it with only one hand. I sure as Hades wasn't going to help him. I was making it hard enough for him with all my bucking. He got frustrated and ripped open the buttons exposing my chest to him. I felt the bulge in his pants and my heart really started racing. His free hand went down to the zipper of my jeans. "Percy. Stop! This isn't funny. Get off me!" I yelled at him. "I won this game so now I want my prize. Stop fighting me, I know how badly you want me." He chuckled. He pulled my pants down to my ankles and started on his own.


I looked down and saw him pulling himself out of his boxers. At this point I knew what was going to happen. I couldn't get out from under him. "Percy…Please." I murmured. He pushed my bra up and took my breast into his mouth. I couldn't help but gasp as his tongue ran over the nipple. He gently nibbled and sucked. He lay down on top of me and ran his free hand over my other breast. Oh Gods, everywhere his mouth went fire followed. I couldn't help but arch into him. He must have taken this as a good sign and proceeded to remove my underwear. He finally let go of my wrist only to shove his hand between my knees pushing them apart. I felt the tip of him at my entrance.


I tried to push him away. He grabbed my hips and thrust into me hard. I cried out and my head rolled back. I could feel him pulsing inside of me. He licked and bit at my exposed neck. He stayed in me slowly rocking his hips. I felt my face and chest flush at the feeling. I had one hand on his shoulder half heartedly pushing him away. I couldn't help it. I moaned. A long low moan that brought a huge grin to his face. He slipped one arm under my neck supporting my head and bringing me closer to him at the same time. His face just inches from mine. He slowly pulled out of me and even more slowly pushed back in. My body was on fire. "Are you going to let me have my way with you Miss Chase?" He panted.


I really wasn't in any (ahem) position to fight him off. "Do I have a choice? You wouldn't let me up if I said no would you?". It was more of a statement then a question. He nuzzled my neck and pulled out of me again. He undressed us both completely and sat kneeling on the ground. He pulled me onto his lap so I was straddling his lap. Well this is new. I wasn't sure what he wanted me to do but he then pulled me down into his lap. Holy Hellhounds I'd never felt anything like this before. I snaked my arms around his neck and hung my head down on his shoulder. In this position, he was hitting spots inside of me that made my mind blur.


He wrapped an arm around my lower back and the other around my hips. He motioned for me to start moving. "Annabeth?" I raised my head from his shoulder to look him in the eyes. They were clouded with lust. "Use my chest as leverage. Slide up and down." He stammered. I did as he said and pulled myself up, then falling back into his lap impaling myself again and again. I started slamming onto him faster resting my head on his shoulder again. His hips rising up to meet mine. He ducked his head to suck on my breast. My belly was on fire. I felt myself getting close. I rested in his lap, his member so deep inside of me I almost couldn't take it. I didn't want to come, I didn't want to give him the satisfaction.


"Annabeth, keep going. Go faster." He murmured slowly bucking into me. I gasped little gasp as he pushed deeper. I shook my head, my hair falling into my face. I swear I heard him growl. Before I could protest, he slid me out of his lap and onto the ground never pulling out of me. He pushed my knees up pulling out of me. He slid one arm under my backside and his other had pushed on my stomach. He was pushing and pulling me onto his cock at the same time. He was slamming into me so hard. It was too much, I couldn't take it. " Please, too hard…too much." I begged. " You had your chance to play along." He said. "I can see you're enjoying this.". He was right. It hurt, but it felt good in a completely different way.


No matter how much I wanted to deny it, even like this, he was going to make me come. That fire in my belly was back. All I could do was lie back and take it. I was gasping in pain and moaning in pleasure at the same time. Something inside me burst. I clung to him, pulling if as close to me as I could. He held me to his chest letting me ride the waves of my orgasm. When I was spent, I felt so weak I just let him hold me. He slowly and gently moved in and out of me a few more times, finally releasing deep inside of me.


He pulled out of me and kissed me. We got dressed and I made him give me his shirt since he ripped the buttons off of mine. He wrapped his arm around me and chuckled. "So how was that for role play?". He chuckled. I laughed. "Not bad Mr. Jackson. But I get to be the bad guy next time."


End Notes
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Summary


Annabeth thinks she doesn't see enough of Percy.


Notes


Meant to take place after HoO, but I haven't finished the series so who knows. Percy and Annabeth are 20. This is the first time I’ve really written anything in a few years, let alone completing and posting so this is mainly a bit of nonsense I couldn’t get out of my head and thought would be good practice. Also, I was unaware until two minutes ago that greenconverses previously wrote pretty much the exact same thing (called House Rules) except, you know, way better and much hotter. Apparently, everyone likes to see a kleptomaniac Annabeth trying to get some more of dat Percy.


Annabeth smirked as she listened to the muffled thumps of drawers opening and closing coming from down the hall. She gave a satisfied little sigh and turned the page of her copy of High-Performance Computer Architecture, absently twirling a strand of hair between her fingers. It wouldn’t be long now.


3, 2, 1…


“Where are my clothes?”


Annabeth looked up and had to fight a smile. Percy was standing in the living room doorway, hair damp from the shower and hands on his hips, wearing only a towel around his waist.


“Having trouble finding something to wear, are we?” she asked casually, turning back to her book. She shifted the heavy volume higher on her legs, which were thrown over the side of her favorite armchair.


“I’m having trouble finding anything to wear, you thief.” She could hear the dampened amusement in his voice, could practically feel the eye-roll.


”I don’t know what you’re talking about, Percy.”


“You’re a horrible liar.”


She snorted. “No, I’m not.”


“True enough. But I know you took them.” The towel rustled as he shifted and she glanced up to find him standing over her, arms folded across his chest. His green eyes were narrowed in a glare, but Annabeth suppressed a laugh. His wolf-stare had never worked on her.


“Now why would I do a thing like that?” she asked, closing her book and crossing her own arms in a mirror of her boyfriend’s position.


“Because you’re an evil genius?” he suggested, shrugging. “I’ve given up on trying to understand how your brain works.” He sighed theatrically. “You’re just so far above me.”


Annabeth laughed and swung her legs to the floor, letting the book slide off her lap and onto the chair. “Flattery will get you nowhere,” she said as she rose to face him.


“It’s certainly gotten me places in the past,” Percy said, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.


Annabeth rolled her eyes and snorted again, pushing past him on her way to the kitchen. “Please.”


“What?” came his injured voice from behind her as he followed. “I’m talented!”


“You certainly are,” she confirmed. She crossed to the fridge and pulled it open, making a show of browsing. “Although mostly in areas unrelated to flattery.”


Percy’s strong arms curled around her waist from behind, his warm chest pressing against her back. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”


She grinned and turned in his arms, letting the refrigerator door fall closed. “Oh I’d say it’s a very good thing,” she said, winding her arms around Percy’s neck, one hand toying with the hair at the nape of his neck.


He smiled at her, the slight laugh lines creasing around his eyes. Annabeth breathed in his smell, a scent of sea breeze and fresh soap, and her brain went fuzzy for second. She rose up slightly on her toes and leaned forward to press a kiss to his lips. One of Percy’s hands slid partially under her shirt, bunching the soft fabric. His thumb moved in slow little circles at her lower back. A tiny shiver traveled the length of her spine and she pressed closer to him as his other hand moved to her hair. Annabeth melted against him, perfectly content...


Until Percy made a half-startled ‘hmm’ sound and grasped her upper arms, shoving her gently away from his body.


“Uh uh, I don’t think so,” he said, holding up his hands as though warding off a wild beast. He backed quickly away from her until he hit the counter and pointed a finger at her. “Don’t think you’re gonna distract me into going along with Phase 3 of your plan or whatever –”


Annabeth laughed. “You’re the one who started it. And what makes you think I have a plan?”


He looked at her shrewdly. “You always have a plan.”


“Maybe so, but who says they always have to be elaborate? Maybe I just thought you and your clothing needed to spend some time apart…”


Two high spots of color appeared on Percy’s cheeks and his mouth fell open the tiniest bit. His hands clenched sporadically at his sides, catching the towel between his fingers.


They’d been living together for a little over a month and they had…been together and all that. But Annabeth suspected that Percy was still a bit self-conscious. Zeus knew why, since she took every available opportunity to try to convey in various creative ways how awfully appreciative she was of what he had to offer.


Percy looked down and stared at his bare feet, leaning back against the counter, his hands grasping the edge on either side. He chuckled then, seemingly to himself, and raised his head again to meet her eyes. “I’ll never understand what you see in me, Wise Girl.”


Annabeth gave a small smile and crossed the room. She took his hands in hers and interlaced their fingers, looking up into his kind eyes. “All the good things…the person who led me out of the dark.”


Percy smiled softly. “We led each other.” He took his hand, still intertwined with hers, and lightly brushed her check with his thumb. His eyes traced across her face, taking in her blonde curls, her eyes, her lips, her nose. “You’re so beautiful,” he said quietly, almost in a whisper. He let their joined hands fall back to his side.


Annabeth could feel moisture gathering at the corners of her eyes, an ache burgeoning in her chest. She had always thought of herself as tough. Gods, she’d had to be, to survive. But Percy always managed to tear down all her barriers like it was the easiest thing in the world.


She often wondered how she’d gotten so lucky. How on earth did she deserve this wonderful, beautiful boy?


The only reply she could manage was to rise up on her tiptoes and kiss him again, her hands gripping his shoulders. Percy responded eagerly, wrapping his arms around her and hugging her to him. The kiss was deeper than the last, slower. Annabeth felt a hand in her hair and a touch at her waist. She couldn’t seem to concentrate on what her own hands were doing, but when they broke apart a minute later, Percy’s hair was in a bit of a state and the poor towel looked like it was hanging on for dear life.


Resting his forehead against hers and closing his eyes, Percy gave a little laugh. “So where is my stuff?”


She’d almost forgotten about that. Heart beating softly in her ears, she breathed, “Oh. It’s here somewhere…under my hat.”


Percy pulled back and opened his eyes, his brows scrunching together adorably. “Under your hat?”


“Yeah, my Yankees cap. I got Reid from the Hecate cabin to help me manipulate the magic surrounding it to create an encompassing aura so it doesn’t necessarily have to maintain direct contact and then he said he could even add in a miniaturization component –” Annabeth stopped short. “Percy, your eyes are glazing over.”


Percy blinked rapidly. “Sorry. What about an aurora?”


Annabeth sighed dramatically. “My Seaweed Brain. What am I going to do with you?”


“Give me my clothes back?” he suggested hopefully, half-shrugging.


Annabeth stepped in close again and grinned up at him. “Hmm,” she pretended to think it over. “I think I’ll show you where they are tomorrow.” She ran a hand through his soft black hair, reveling in the feeling. Then she smirked and whispered in his ear, “Maybe.”


With that, she tugged gently at the knot at Percy’s hip, and the towel fell lightly into a heap at their feet.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!